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An Eſſay on the Art of ACTING. 


2 
- 


4 
4 


THE 


BEAUTIES of the STAGE: 


OR, 
DRAMATIC COMPANION. 


Being a cori of the moſt favourite and admired 
Scenes, Soliloquies, Speeches, Paſſages, &c. 
ScleRed from the moſt celebrated and approved 
T RAGEDIES, COMEDIES, FAE CES, 


AND OTHER | * 


ENTERTAINMENTS OF THE STAGE. 
Interſperſed with a Number of 


PARODIES, BURLESQUES, ADDRESSES, &c. 
Together with SEVERAL ORIGINALS, 


AN 


THE WHOLE CALCULATED 


For the uſe and amuſement of the LOVERS, of the DRAMA, 
particularly Caxnvipares for either Sock or BUsKIN. 


— — . — — 
By W. STONE. , 
> 7 6 All the Hirld s @ Stage." 82 | 
| SHAKSPERE, 
— — —— — a — — 2 
LONDON: 


Printed for A, Hail TON, near Gray s- Inn Gate, Holborn, 


uE 
ART or ACTING! 


INSTRUCTIONS for CANDIDATES: 


| rox v3 1 
SOCK on van 5 


To ſweeten precept and inſtruQ the mind, 
force of 8 was * old defign'd. 3 
No new found track, which giddy wits. produce, - 7 

My ſteps purſue ; but paths long ſince in uſe, * _ = 

Thou, firſt, great Athens! bid the drama nie, - 

The charm to goodneſs, while the ſcourge of vice? - 

Nor leſs, O Rome! thy nobler ſons admir'd 

That art, which Athens taught, and ſenſe inſpir'd; _ 2 3 


* -» © 


— 


* 


Receiv'd it worthy of immortal fame, 

And join'd the actor's with the poet's name; 

Nor leſs it's pow'r obey' d, that fir'd the brave, 
Gould free the exile, and à country ſave. 
en cloquence thy power, O wondrous art? 
= Whoſe tender ſtrokes aſllict, yet charm the heart: 
= As thro" the ſenſe thy Realtng tranſports move, 

We glow with rapture, and with tears approve: 
Brief, anger, terror, in their turns ſacceed, | 
nud now with rage we burn, and now with pity bleed: 
Treransform'd by thee, the wretched can be gay, 
= Forget the cares and troubles of the day, 
= Apdlapgh, with thee, the jocund hours away. 


4. 


Arras the verſe, who would in this be ſhown, 
tio warm our hearts with paſſlons not our on; 
To make our tears in friendly ſorrow flow, 
And fill our fouls with ſympathizing woe. 
Perent is their merit who in this excel, 
In this o little art of acting well. 5, J-| 
—  Exrciv'xixc nature firſt ſhould fire the brain; 
= Without a genius, precept is but vain. 
From Heav'n this pow'r, it's origin divine, 
Nor art can teach it, nor the verſe define. 

3 ** 
I To nature only can inſpire the mind, 159 
bis inſpiration is by art refin'd;....... . 
= Clear'd from that undigeſted maſs of things, . 
== Which from a rude neglected genius ſprings;  - 
As or the ſoil that never feels the plough, ne di 1.4 
Rank weeds and barren thiſtles wildly grow. - 


5 


= Far, tho' nor art, nor genius can —_ . 

United both, ſhall merit never fail. 

f then a happy nius be your 12 f 
e 


We To feel thoſe paſlions you ould wiſh to raiſe; . 


C 3 
With tragic fire to charm th' admiring age, . * 
Or in light comic ſcenes to I. the ſtage; 
Firſt learn to taſte a work of ſenſe or wit, 


With the fame judgment that it firſt was writ; 
Be action next your more peculiar care; 


Action the life, the being of a play'r! : 4 | 


Then let your mem'ry and your ſpeech be try 
Art gives to theſe what nature has deny'd. 


Ie to the tragic muſe you're moſt inclin'd, 

With ftores of judgmentelevate the mind : 
Read, to this end, whate'er has rais'd the ſtage, 
The works of genius back thro' ev'ry age. 
Nor to the drama all your ſearch confine ; 
In epic ſtrains the paſſions nobly ſhine. 
The chief of bards peruſe with greateſt care; 
All that is great in nature's ſelf is there: 
Hence learn the attitudes of grief and rage, 
Ihe ſilent paſſions that our hearts engage: 
Mark how Ar Rips doth the chiefs controul; 
. Mark the fierce ſallies of Acnittes' foul; 
Here read, and ſhudder at the thund'ring noiſe, 
And ſtart at words that need no aftor's voice; 
Here mix the fight, now battle on the ground, 
Now mount the car, and feel each heroe's wound; 
Attract a ſympathy, the danger ſhare, . 
Shout wich the rior, with the vanquiſh'd fear; 
Learn thence the paſſions—learn from ev ry page 
The action, ſpeech, that dignify the ſtage. 
For every writer learn a juft eſteem, 
With caution praiſe, but never dare condemn. 
To nature's fountain conſtantly apply, | 
There freely drink ; the ſource can neverdry. 
Much art like wine intoxicates the hrain, 
Nature's clear ſpring corrects the mind again. 
Then who with merit and ſucceſs would play, 
Art muſt enſure, and —_ point, the way. 

3 5 


RS th. »— — 


7 


* 


ry 


EE” Tao! firength of ſpeech and dignity of air, | 


"Aritt perfection, in the tragic play r, 
True greatneſs lyes not here. is not a thing 
Of noiſe and tinſel repreſents a king; 
Nor is th' affected ſep, or tragic tone, 
The mark whereby true majeſty is ſhown : 
Tis not to ſpeak as bards of later time 
Attempt to write, all madden'd with ſublime; 
Scorning the common road and-vulgar ſtyle, . 
Thro' unknown paths and rugged ways they toil; 
Swell, proudly ſwell, in tyranny of ſtate, 
And labour moſt unnaturally great. 
Oh! far unlike the bards of antient days, 
Who juſtly claim a never-dying praiſe! 
© *Theſe boldly dar d to ſimple nature truſt, 


| F Secure, tho critics aw'd, ſeverely juſt. 


Tis great to nature's utmoſt height t' aſpire, | 


WW But all beyond is falſe miſtaken fire. 


'The firit chief ſtep to thoſe who would excell, 
Is this, to underſtand their author well. 


Peruſe him often o'er, purſue his taſte, 


g | Whether on juſt, or vicious objects plac d: 


Strive not to give his labour d nonſenſe eaſe, 


Nor ſtrain your lungs to make vile fuſtian pleaſe ; 
Seek not t' improve him, tho' he goes * | 


But juſtly know, and act him as he is. 


WW xy this, tho' ſhould the character be dawn'd, 


4 
£ * 
= 
4 


Ide poet, not the player, ſhould be blam'd. 
In a new work no wilful errors make, | 
Conſult the author, nor the ſenſe miſtake ; 
No: labour'd meanings of your own invent, 
Nor wiſely tell the bard what twas he meant. 


Wu n firſt a part's deſign'd to be your lot, 
Mark well the ſtyle, the characters, and plot; 


Hence learn the poet's aim, for what your uſe, 


And to what end the other parts conduce : 


ws 


[vii J 


If doom'd to ſhare the bus'neſs of the play, 


With life begin, nor let that life decay : 

But if to uſeleſs purpoſes aſſign'd. 

Be uſeleſs then, and ſuit the poet's mind. 
Be not afraid of being often ſeen, 

Nor ſeem too buſy in a lifeleſs ſcene; 


In doing thus, your dulneſs may diſgrace, #3 


Or you prove oft officious out of place. 
How oft a buſkin doth a meſſage bring, 
Stalking along as tho' himſelf were king; 
And, more to make his vaſt importance 
Raves out the mighty buſineſs of a card? 

In the ſame ſcene, ſee kings debaſe the ſtage, 
With ſpeech and action that might grace a page. 


Trr1cs eaſy art! devoid of learning gain'd! 
Wich little pains, leſs common ſenſe obtain d. 
With what ſtrange frenzy are our youths inſpir'd, 
Each with th' ambition of an actor fir d. 
The ſon, whoſe father a true plodding cit, 
- Whoſe fires and grandſires had more coin than wit, 
” Neglect addition and ſubtraction's art, 
Abd all his time employs to get a part. 
Forbear, my ſon; his anxious father cries, 


Angeli and minifters!”* the boy replies; 1 8 


Whilſt the poor parent trembles for his child, 
And fears by wicked plays his darling's ſpoil d. 
In vain the maſter views, with wond ring eyes, 
His raving prentice ſtart in wild ſurprize; | 
When now, A Bone! my kingdom for a horſe ! he eries. 
Lo! the ſage chamberlain reproves in vain, | 
The lad is loft, incurable his brain! 
His ſire's reproofs as wiſely are reſtrain d. 
Who would provoke a Bajazet unchain d? 


HaxD is the taſk in ſetter'd thime to teach 


The grace of attitude, and art of ſpeech; | 75 
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Pach varied paſſion juſtly to expreſs, - 

And pleaſe by merit, tho your praiſe be leſs. 
Example here o'er precept would prevail : 


The tutor oft ſucceeds where leflons fail. 


Yer with diſtruſt behold what others do, 
Till reas'ning firſt you find their judgment true: 
The beſt ſometimes miſtake an author's thought, 
No actor will you find without a fault. 
To imitate, requires you ſhould diſcern, 
. What thence you may, and what you may not learn. 
If then by merit ſhould a play'r aſpire, 
And juſt elogiums from the town acquire ; 
Mark what his genius, unimprov'd by art, 
Mark by what means he gains each fav'rite part. 
By what his talents to perfection ſhine, 
And from his methods learn t' embelliſh thine : 
Elfe, while his tone and manner you would gain, 
Such affectation will appear too plain; 
Your care and toil be ſpent at nature's coſt, 
His worth in your's, and your's in his be loſt, + 


No affectation can with juſtice pleaſe ; 
Your ſpeech be freedom, and your action eaſe. 
Avoid the habits, and conceit of thoſe, 

Whoſe conſtant flouriſhes each ſentence cloſe ; 

- Norjoin with thoſe, who keep ſtill drudging on, 
All parts alike in one continu'd tone: ' 
Thoꝰ fear ſhould ſtartle, or tho* rage inflame, 
Their periods riſe and fall, and cloſe the ſame. 


Sons todo right are ever in the wrong, 
And change their tones as oft as in a ſong ; 

Now mutter low, now raiſe their voice on high, 
Now quick, now flow, and all they know not why. 
This ſudden change you muſt with care avoid : 
Tho" fools commend end, the men of ſenſe are eloy d. 


"Tis 


r 
is not in nature, tho? it oft appear | 
The ſtrength of judgment to the vulgar ear. 


Wno would by worth deſerve an actor's name, 
Should ne'er in various parts appear the ſame ; 
But ev'ry character with art t' expreſs, | 
Should change his carriage, as he changes drefs : 
Elſe be whaie'er the doughty hero's name, 
We know the player, for he's juſt the ſame; 
And yet fo fond of chaiige have others been, 
As to transform themſelves thro” ev'ry ſcene; 
While all their various attitudes expreſs, | 
Enough it was, we knew them by their dreſs, 
Thus when, by this juſt caution unconfin'd, 
We ſee a Buckingham and Richard join'd; 
Or, tho' a haughty Bajazet he came, 

The bluſt ring Hon dw indles to a lamb. 


In threat' ning vengeance be your accents ſtrong, 
Loud, ſharp, vehement, bold, and ne'er too long. 


If mix'd with hate, and filence is impos'd, 
Envenom'd, flow, be ev'ry ſentence clos d. 
Defiance darted to an equal foe 
Muſt be impatient, loud, and never flow: - 
If leſs in pow r, or more ignobly born, 
Let it be join'd with infolence and ſcorn. 
Tis not enough the furious ſallies riſe, 
Unleſs you look deſtruction with your eyes: 
Tis not enough in fear your voice be low, 
Vour tongue 0 


ould faulter, and your ſpeech be 1! 


When the pale ghoſt looks dreadful, ſtalking by, 
Stand mute, fix d, trembling, with a ſtedfaſt eye; 


If horror ſtrikes from ſome uncertain ſound, 
Fix'd in amaze, ſtand wildly gazing round. 
Roll not the glaring eye, nor twiſt the face, 
Leſt all your art convert into grimace, 


- a” 5 jo 


Teh TR 
In grief, ſhould melting ſoftneſs grace the whole, 
This charms the ear, and captivates the ſoul; 
Ne er want for paſſion when your parts require 
Better too much, than have too little fire; it 
Vet ne'er emotion feel without a cauſe, _ 5 
"Tho! all the gall'ry thunder down applauſ. 


 Ovx younger players fail, thro' vain defirs 
Beyond their pr ors to aſpire ; 
Thus, with each glitt'ring fancy, poorly ſtrive 
2 17 to ſurpaſs to which ＋ can't arrive. 
1 e young ſtripling of aſpiri , | 
. 
Exulting in a character IS, 
Took from ſome player, ſunk in debt and years; 
. Anxious to ſhew his own ſuperior art, | 
Wich taſteleſs care embelliſhes the part, | 
wich 1 vid turn of ſpeech, and new diſcover'd 
= - art: ol | 
Hale meets ſucceſs, the tafteleſs herd commend, 
And from the gods the thund'ring ſhouts def 
3 - What tho' no merit be could juſtly claim: 
e boaſts applauſe, and glories in his ſhame, 


Tuns r not too much for popular applauſe, 

That oft” commends and blames without a cauſe, 

Nor truſt too boldly on too great a part, 

"That may at once betray your want of art: Sg 
Who goes beyond his pow'r has no pretence, 
But wretched vanity and want of ſenſe. 
Be not too fond in various parts to ſhine, 3 
= But ftudy thoſe which moſt your thoughts incling, 
is nat ral to do well where genius leads; 

But where's the man in ev'ry part ſucceeds ? 


= Trosr paths purſue your genius hath begun, 
e. Gale negiecung, you excell in none. 1 


ri] 
'F to the comĩe muſe you moſt apply, 
To men and manners a conſiant eye. 
Be no one character in life forgot, 
The cowerd, bully, Foppingion or ſot. 
In ev'ry perſon of each varied kind, 
Search deep the active ſeeds that rule the mind. 
By tracing thus your feelings; whence they riſe, 
ou juftly judge where other's folly hes; 
Know well the bounds their varied foibles feel, 
As men diſcover drunkards by their reel. 
But well in comic ſcenes this maxim learn, 
Nature from wav'ring cuſtom to diſcern. 
'Tho' nature flows in one continu'd ſtream, 
From great Menander's days to theſe, the ſame ; 
Yet manners vary, as we v dreſs, 
Which the judicious n expreſi. 
The world's wide ſtage be ever in your view, 
And there th' originals in liſe purſue, | 
Here affectation will more plain appear; 
For er'xy mortal is a critic here. 
For in the ſcenes of common life we ſte 
What nature is, not what ſhe ought to be. 
In parts where ſtrength of paſſion is requir'd, 
Be not with rant, or tragic fury fir d. 
In mod rate bounds be er'ry ſpeech reſtrain d, 
Who toils the moſt, we do not moſt commend. 
But in thoſe ſcenes where native humour's hit, 
qe tun — curſe of farce, or curſe of wit, 
Spoil not the great defign with paltry art, 
take from natwer what you give the part, 


* | , | 
THE 
BEAUTIES of the STAGE; 
#19 | 0 R. 
DRAMATIST's COMPANION. 


The PICTURE of 2 SPOUTING CLUB. 
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r _ 


Conamur teneus grandia. 
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N OW o'er the day, night rolls her awful clouds. - x 
This interval indulging, to the CLUB | 2 
Of SPOUTERS I repair, where mortal forme 
Borne high upon the feathers of conceit, . 

Riſe into air; while puſſing blaſts of wind 
Burſting from looſely flying Fancy's cave, 
Blow them to regions where Theatra reigns. - 
The room preſents a group of objects rare, 

Features diſtin and various; while upon 
The tables the reſplendent pewter pots 
Their pure contents and frothy ſubſtance boaſt 
Invigorant. Virginia's plant matur'd, | 

Lies in the centre: with the clay form'd tube 

Each member graces - a hand, 


3 
| 
| 
| 
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Above the reſt, with lordly looks erect, 
Deputed fits the REGENT of the night,... 

In elbow chair pre-eminent. His hand 

© The filence-knocking hammer wields. Before 

His optic balls are placed two ſhining orbs, 

Betwixt whoſe pewter confines, interſpers'd 

With glitt'ring pieces of argental coin, , 

Lic wide ſpread Halfpence, jingling at the touch; 

There great he fits, with glee magnificent, 

Lo keep good order and direct each ſcene. 

But lo! a Roſcian now is on the move, 

Stentorophontos; him long I mark'd, 
= Saw meditation hover o'er his brow, 

And all his faculties abſorb'd in thought. 
Forth he ſtalks with ſteps theatric. The fignal giv's 
All bend their eyes on him; no longer now 
Pauſes the youth, but ſtorms in wild Macbeth. 
Lo! now apparent on his horrid front, 
Sits grim diſtortion. Ev'ry feature's loft, 
Screw'd horrible, inhumaniz'd. On ftage 
Of quack itinerant I thus have ſeen | 
An Andrew wring the muſcles of his face, 
Deforming nature, and extort the grin 
And 2 of the many- headed crowd. 

He ſpoke; when ftraight a loud applaudidg noiſe 
Enſues, the my of hands and thump of feet 
>Co-mingling, knuckles on the table's verge 
Wich fury beating, and the thwack of ſticks 
= Junctive confirm the rattle of applauſe. 

Lo! now another of theatric mould, 
© Riſes in clouded majeſty, yclep'd 
=” Rantwell; him had his inauſpicious fate 
== Deſtin'd to oil, and dreſs the flowing curl, 
= And with nice hand to weave the yielding hair; 
But each revolving, riſing, ſetting ſun, | 
© Beheld this hero looking on his trade 
Wich eyes indignant. His exalted ſoul 
* Saunch'd yond the limits of his narrow ſphere, 


= * E * 
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C7 H 
Fraught with extended notions of the ſtage, ; 
His intellects, high tow'ring, flew to realms 2 


Dramatic: there, the ſtorehouſe of his brain 
He fill'd redundant. Here he tries his fill 
Theatric, ere upon the graceful ſtage 
With ſteps advent'rous Fe dares td tread. 
In Jafter now he breathes his ardent love, 
With ſighs of mimic fondneſs. Now his breaſt 
Heaves with the weight of jealouſy and rage 
Perplexing ; all Othello wars within 
His various tortur'd heart. Oh! how his voice 
Riſes and falls as Oyſterella's ſoft 
And ftrong, when every ſtreet and curving lane 
Adjacent, echo the teftaceous cry ! 
He ſpouted—and receiv'd his ſhare of praiſe. 

Young Capias next his meteor lays down 
Igniferous. Him had his parents ſent | 

o London, (ſeat of buſineſs) there the laws 
Of Albion's ſtate to learn and exerciſe. 
But fruitleſs was this Spouter's parents care, 
'Tho* ſedulous: For ſcarce two years had roll'd, 
Since proud Auguſta firſt had bleſt his eyes, | 
Ere the warm youth in theſe expreſſions broke : | 
% Am I, ye gods! eternally to ſcribe 
Inglorious No: ſome power uplifts my ſoul, _— 
* — 5 above he common herd of earth's 1 
Dull reptiles. Hence, ye wrong adjudg'd Reports, 
* Te ry cake hence ! I leave 3 38 
To thoſe grave, ſolid looking fools, whoſe ears 3 
% Tautology heſt charms. Oh, Shakeſpeare! come, 
With all thy pupils! fire my glowing breaſt, * 
Expand my Genius, and enlarge my ſoul.“ 
Kindled. that inſtant at the raptur d thought, 
His lofty daring now aſſumes the port 
Of tyrant Richard, and with awkward ſtrut 
Affects majeſtic air; but wanting {kill 
Betrays himſelf unequal to the taſk. 


B 2 


187 
Thy graceful periods ſo oft admir'd, 
= Divine inſpired Shakeſpeare! on his tongue 
== Imperfect die away; his labour'd ſpeech 
Sounds gutt'ral like the hoarſely croaking race, 
Upon the banks of ſome pellucid ſtream. 
Scarce had he finiſh'd, when ſalutes his ear, 
The mingled noiſe, upon the duſty floor 
Reverberated. Down the Lawyer fits, 
Well pleas'd ; and next ſtarts up Hibernia's for, 
Like ſome enthuſiaſt on a tripod rais'd, 
To catch each child of folly—now the cork 
Intruded ſwift into the candle's blaze, 
Is nigrified, and marks th' aſpiring youth 
With whiſkers bold, Ferocity now darts 
From either eye her broad unmeaning ſtare, 
In Bi#jazet he raves, and low'ring, bits 
Defiance : *yond juſt nature's ample pow'r 
He rants elaborate. His roaring voice 
Calls echo forth reſplendent. He ended ; 
But the tribe with-held their banners of applauſe, 
Then down he ſat with wocful aſpect dull. * 
But ftraight emerging from a ſea of thought, 
= He ſwallow'd haſty the ſalubrious ftream, . 
And re- inthron'd his abdicated ſoul, 
Inflated with the ſwellings of conceit, 
And newly fluſh'd with bold aſpiring hopes 
Of excellence, upriſes Leatheronzo 
Fam'd. In repairing worn out calcuments 
None was his equal: No one better knew 
be pointed my to handle ; yet his ſoul, 
His noble ſoul with rage dramatic glow'd, 
And thinks to arreſt attention: To extort 
© Th involuntary laugh, to bid the ſmile 
Sit dimpling on his cheek, the peagly drop 
| Sudden to ſtart from out the humid eye, 
Or to awake each Briton's juſt revenge 
On Gallic perfidy. In mad-ftruck Leas 
l be ſcene he opens. But lo; for want of crown, 
Naas d his mock majeſty, Around the place 
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Long time his eyes terrific roll d. At length 
In a dark corner of the room he 'ſpied” - 
An empty urinal. Fir'd at the fight, 
He ſnatch'd the pewter prize, and to his head 
Adapted it, well pleas'd. Now, now he raves 
With adamantine lungs; his head he moves 
Concuſſive, when a motion inopine 
His action terminates, Upon the floor 
Down falls the jordan. As it rolls _ 
Its ſounds, in jarring muſic, ring applauſe. 

Lo! now ſprings — with elaſtic ſtep 
A ſon of comedy, Saccadb call 'd ; 
The tunic dazzling with its golden pride, 
The buttonhole gay wrought with wond'rous art, 
The well cut collar, and well fancy'd ſleeve, 
Had oft his art proclaim'd ; yet not to this 
Was his great ſoul confin'd. Theatra now 
(Dramatic goddeſs) whiſpers in his ear, 
And bids him ſhine away in Foppington. 

With joints inflexible, and head oblique, 
An object ſtiff®ning to the ſight, he ſtands 

In attitude unmeaning, and, the more 
To render him Ake dens, he liſps, 

And robs each word of its emphatic due. 
He finiſh'd—when the wonted noiſe began 
Loud as his all attentive ears could wiſh, | 

Nor leſs than that which ſhakes the circled ſeats 

Of playhouſe upper gallery, when ſome | 

Grand habited and merry pantomime, 

So much delights the num'rous terrene gods. 
Prologues and Epilogues now crown the ſport, 

By various genii profuſely ſpoke, 

By ſtamm' ring Welchmes here, and Scotchmen'there.. 
To periodize the humours of the night, 

Now far advanc'd, goes round the jovial ſong, 

The laugh exciting catch, or wanton tale 

Reiterated. Till the watchman calls 

The hour of twelve, * ends th' amuſing ſcene. 
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Au. the world's a ſtage, | 
And all the men and women merely play'rs ; 
They have their exits and their entrances ; 
And one man in his time plays many parts; 
His acts being ſeven ages. At firſt the infant, 
Muling and puking in its nurſe's arms; 
And then the whining ſchool-boy, with his ſatchel 
And ſhining morning face, creeping like ſnail, 
Unwillingly to ſchool. And then, the lover, 
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad - 
ade to his miſtreſs' eye-brow. Then the foldier, 
Full of ſtrange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
ealous in honour, ſudden and quick in quarrel, 
king the bubble reputation, | 
- Ev'n in the cannon's mouth. And then the juſtice, 
With fair round belly, with good capon lin'd ; 
With eyes ſevere, and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wiſe ſaws, and modern inſtances ; 
And ſo he plays his part. The fixth age ſhifts 
Into the lean and ſlipper'd pantaloon, | 
With ſpeRacles on noſe and pouch on fide, 


His yoüthful hoſe well ſav'd, a world too wide 


For his ſhrunk ſhank ; and his big manly voice 
Turning again tow'rds childiſh treble, pi 

And whifiles in his found. Laft ſcene of all 
That ends this ſtrange eventful hiſtory, 

Is ſecond childiſnneſs and mere oblivion ; 

Sans teeth, ſans eyes, ſans taſte, ſans every thing. 


As you like its 
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A COMIC PARA PHRASE on the foregoing, 
All the World's a Stage, 


2 T HUS Shakeſpeare has ſaid ne 
3 But that f 2 is a droll, "twixt A — and a play; 
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Where ſome live extempore, others by rule, 

Some ly ones act knaves parts, — play the fool. 
The fool! and what then ?—by the wiſe 'tis confeft, 
That man lives the happieſt, who plays the fool beſt. 
Folly waits on our wiſhes, our ſenſes ſhe charms, 
From | 

The infant puling and muling in the nurſe's arms. 

While round her neck, the tender bantling clings, 

She dandles the baby, and baby-lke ſings. 


[ Holding us the flap of his coat, and finging ta the 
tune of, O my kitten, my kitten. 
« Here is papa's 'nown features, and here is jack-a-dandy, 
% Give = a blow to beat um, and who'll have ſome ſugar- 
candy ? | 
« He'll be a man fore his mother, and ſhoo pig, ſhoo, 
ſhoo, ſhoo, | 
« Hot diddle dumplings hot, and cock-a-doodle-do.” 
Till tir'd ſhe claſps the infant to her breaſt, 
Offers the nipple, and the child's at reſt, 
Thus women and men, who are children growa tall, 
When baulk'd of their wiſhes, will ſquabble and ſquall. 
But when paſſion's indulg'd in its favourite diet, 
Juſt like the pleas'd infant, they ſleep and are quiet. 


T hen comes the whining ſchoolboy, with his ſatchel 
And ſhining morning. face, creeping like ſuail, 
Unwillingly to — oY 
Suppoſe me a ſchoolboy, with lank dangling hair, 
My fingers froſt nipt, and my face full of fear. 
At my elbow the uſher, my leſſon I'm conning, 
And herum, and harum, I'm thro' the noſe droning. 4 
$5" [ Speaks like a ſchoolboy. 
Amo, amas, amavi, 3 | 
When Tplay'd truant, I cry'd peccavi. 
Ye mighty men of claſſic lore, 
Who ken this age, and that before, 


© _ But bear their honours harveſt home. 
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- Who are in Latin called Doctoribus, 
And always ſpeak propria gue maribus, 
And write bout heathen Mars and Venus, 
And Homer, Horace, and Quæ Genus, 
And thunder out Tondappibommines ; 
Thoſe very ſounds to me were ominous. 


So I left them, becauſe I'd not be like the lad, 
Who muſt be a ſcholar, to pleaſe mam or dad: 
When with Latin and Greek many years the boy's 'mus'd, 
He's put to ſome calling where neither is us'd. 


T he next is the Lower, 
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 


ade to his miftreſs' eyebrow. 


Very woeful indeed, for love's full of woe, 


And fighs are the ſymphonies, A, ah! and Oh! ob- 


—— Then the Soldier, 

Full of flirange oaths, and bearded like the pard; 
| Jealbus in honour, ſudden and quick. in quarrel . 
Seeking the bubble Reputation, © 

E'en in the cannon's mouth. —— 


But now the work of war 1s o'er, 
And ſanguin'd Slaughter thirſts no more; 
Our nation's happy, bleſt, and quiet, 
Except a little playhouſe riot; 
For oft indeed, like man and wife, 
Audience and Actors are at ſtrife; 
But errors own'd, the quarrel ends, 
A pardon's aſk'd, and all are friends. 

Now ſmiling Peace in unftain'd robe, 
Her olive waves around the globe. 
England's ſons, who bold have ſtood, © - 
Victors on the land and flood; 

No more through ſavage climates roam, - 


f Glory 
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Glory from his triumphal car, 

Unlades the trophies of the war ; 

Hangs up his ſhield, and ſheathes his ſword, 
For gown and ſlippers gives the word; 

And ſeated in his elbow chair, 

Laughs at each tumult here or there. 


Then comes the Fuſtice, 

With fair round belly, with good capon lin d; 
With eyes ſevere, and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wiſe ſaws, and modern inſtances, 

And fo he plays his part 


Had Shakſepeare known what 'twas to eat in taſte, 
He would have furniſh'd ont a finer feaſt ; 
Not cramm'd the juſtice, with coarſe barn-door food, 
But lin'd his belly with hog barbecu d; 
Then toſs'd him up in taſte a turtle haſh, - 
With high ſauc' d calipee, and ſtrong ſows'd calipaſh ; 
And made his worſhip call out 2 Sirrab, 
Hand me a ſpoonful of the ſpinal marrow — 1 
A tumbler fill, a brnfber, I can bear &, 
Your hanour's health, my Lord; — lir neat good clavet. 
Stroaking his belly down, then thus decree, 
The Calipaſb is fine, and jo's the calipee ; 
Come, other plate, ove only foul'd a conple : 
T wo ſlices fave me, Sir, of that pine- apple. 
But, friend, don't take the haunch off yet, d ye hear, at 
Hob nob, Sir — Dane. Two bumpers of Madeira. 


Thus would he introduce him on the ſtage, 
Had Shakeſpeare liv'd in this taſte-cating age. 


Senſe now deſcends from brain to belly, 
And reaſon's ſtew'd down to a jelly: 
Good breeding rather over done, 
Religion raw, and let alone: 
Judgment is ſeldom done enough, 


And learuing's but an apple puff. 
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E'en wit is only bottle ſmall, 
Which on uncorking, frothy flies; 
But ſoon its acid ſpirits fall, 


It ſinks, grows flat, then ſours and dies. 


All things but taſte muſt needs grow flat ; 
And as to taſte, why pray what's that ? 


To teach us taſte ; but faith and troth, 


We've Artifts of each kingdom's growth, F 


So many cooks oft ſpoil the broth: 


« * *. 
ove: 


— the juſtice let us find 
ith belly fair by capon lin'd, 
And eyes ſevere, and ſo faith let him, 
Tis time I think, for us to quit him; / 
- Leave him to talk of writs of errors, 
© Bails, fines, commitments, and demurrers, 
_  Rapes, riots, conſtables, and keepings, 
Tees, warrants, round houſes, and whippings, 
_Contempts of court, and binding over, 
Actions of treſpaſs, and of trover ; 


= Thus let him prate, with him we've done,. 
And to the next age paſs we ſlowly on. LAKE 


+ Wah ſpeaacler on noſe and pouch on fide, 2% 
Hi youthful boſe well 5 45 world tas wide, 


For his ſorunk ſhank; and hit big manly voice 


ms Turning again tow'rds childiſh trebles, pipes 
I And ag, — 


in his found, 


e, nurſe, my flannel cap—how—who's that, ha 
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Narſe. The King of Pruſſia, Sir, has got the day. 
Got to pay, ay, let him come in, 'tis true 
I thought to day I had fome intereſt due. 
uſt on the inſtant a full wig'd phy ſic ian, | 
hom nurſe had told her mafter's fick condition, 
—_— the elbow chair where Feeble ſat, 
ho por d thro's ſpectacles, and—cry'd, who's that? 


* 


Me. Only the newſman, Sir What's that you ſay ? } | 


When 
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When Don Diplomiſt, with cane ſmelling grace, 
Grave putting on ſecundum ariem face, 

Stops nurſe's anſwer, and demands his-caſe, 

Say ing Hou d'ye find yourjelf, Sir, found ?— 

What bind myſelf ?—No, Sir, III not be bound, 

But on good truſt I'll lend ten thouſand pound. 

Here nurſe—naurſe- — | 

Now whiſtling in his ſpeech, with voice outworn, 

By nurſe he's lifted like a babe juſt born. 

Narſe, Nurſe—— 


Then comes the fight that-muſt appall, 
He ſinks, finks, finks, to the laſt ſcene of all; 
Where ſtands Oblivion with her outſpread veil, 
To end this ſtrange, this ſad eventful tale: 
Taſte, touching, hearing, ſeeing, ſpeaking, gone, 
Death drops the curtain down—the droll is done. 


* 
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(Goop morrow, fair ones; pray you, if you know, : 
Where, in the purlieus of this foreſt, ſtands = 
A ſheep cote fenc'd about with olive trees? - 4 
Celia. Weſt of this place, down in the neighbouring 
The rank of oſiers, by the murmuring ftream, ¶ bottom, 
Left on your right hand, brings you to the place; 
But at this hour the houſe doth. keep itſelf, 
ke * ow within. F by 
Ol. If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 8 
Then ſhould I know you by deſcri 9 1 
Such garments, and ſuch years: The boy is fair, 
Of female favour, and ws himſelf TY 
Like a ripe fiſter : But the woman low, 
And browner than her brother. Are not you <4 
The owners of the houſe I did enquire for? — 
Cel. It is no boaſt, being aſk d, to ſay we are. | 
Ol. Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
And to that youth he calls his Ry/alind, 
He ſends this bloody napkin. Are you he? 


* [ 16 1 

Roſalind. TI am; what muſt we underſtand by this? 
Ol. Some, of my ſhame, if you will know of me 
What man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This handkerchief was ſtain'd. 

Cel. I pray you tell it. 

Ol. When laſt the young Orlando parted from you, 
He left a promiſe to return again | 
Within an hour; and pacing thro' the foreſt, 
Chewing the food of fo cet 2 bitter fancy, 

Lo, wine befel! he threw his eye aſide, 
And mark what object did preſent itſelf : 
Under an oak, whoſe — were moſy'd with age, 
And high top bald, of dry antiquity, | 
| A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair, 
. Lay ſleeping on his back; about his neek 
1 A green — gilded ſnake had wreath d itſelf, 
Who, with — head, nimble in threats h'd 
The opening of his mouth : But ſud y 
Seeing ys to it unlink'd itſelf, 4 
And with indented glides did flip away, 
Into a buſh, under which buſh's Bade 
A lioneſs, with ers all — — 75 | ds 
Lay couching, on grou cat watch, 
-- - When that = ſleeping — ſhould ſtir ; for tis 
1 . royal diſpoſition of that beaſt, 
1 prey on nothing that doth ſeem. as dead. 
4B This ſeen, Or/ando did approach the man, 
And found it was his 2 his eldeſt brother. 
2 Cel. O, I have heard him ſpeak of that ſame brother, 
And he did render him the moſt unnatural = 
That liv'd mongſt men. 
| Ol. And well he might ſo do; 
For well I know he was unnatural. 
Ref. But to O- lande; did he leave him there, 
Food to the ſuek d and hungry lioneſs ? BE, 
I Gl. Twice did he turn his back, os. 
But kindneſs, nobler ever than revenge, 1 5 
5 W „ nan | 
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Made him give battle to the lioneſs; 
Who quickly fell before him, in which hurtling, 
From miſerable ſlumber I awak'd, 
Cel. Are you his brother ? 
Ro. Was t you he reſcu'd ? | 
Cel. Was't you that did ſo oft contrive to kill him 
OL "Twas I; but 'tis not I. I do not ſhame” 
To tell you what I was, fince my converſion - * 
So ſweetly taſks, being the thing I am, 
Ref. But for the bloody napkin? ? 
Ol. By and by. ee 
| When from the fi to laſt, betwiftus two, 
Tears our recountments had moſt kindly bath d, 
As how I came into that deſert place; 
In brief, he led me to the gentle duke, 
Who gave me freſh array and entertainment, 
Committing me unto my brother's love, 
Who led me inſtantly into his cave, | 
There ſtripp'd himſelf, and here upon his arm 
The lioneſs had torn ſome fleſh away, 
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted, 
And cry'd in fainting upon Ry/alind. 
Brief, I recover'd him, 1. up his wound, 
And after ſome ſmall ſpace, being ſtrong at heart, 
He ſent me hither, ſtranger as I am, 
To tell his ſtory, that you might excuſe 
His broken promiſe, and to give this napkin, 
Dy'd in his blood, unto the ſhepherd youth, 
That he, in ſport, doth call his Roſalind. 
Cel. Why, how now, Ganymede, ſweet Ganymede ? 
, ( Roſalind faintss 
Ol. Many will ſwoon when they do look on blood. 
Cel. There is no more in't, couſin Ganymede, 
Ol. Look, he recovers. 
Ro. Would I were at home. 
Cel. We'll lead you thither, 
1 pray you, will you take him by the arm ? 
Ol. Be of good cheer, youth; you a man! you lack 
a man's heart, 


0 By 
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Ry/. J do ſo, confeſs it. I pray you, tell your brother 
how well J counterfeited. Heigh ho! 
Ol. This was not — there is too great teſti- 
mony in your complexion, that.it was a Ao: of earneſt, 
Ry. Counterfeit, I aſſure youz 
0, Well then, take a good hearty and counterfeit to 
be a man, DS . 
b 5 So J do; but faith, L ſhould have been s a woman 
ri 
l Ge Come, you look paler and paler, pray you draw. 
* 1 Good Sir, go with us. 
Ol. That will J, for I muſt bear anſwer back 
How you excuſe my brother, Ro/alrnd. 
Rg. I ſhall deviſe ſomething, But 1 pray you, 
Commend my nn to him. 
F As you like 4. 
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Vr woods and wilds, whoſe "WED Sh 
"TS Accords with my ſoul's ſadneſs, and draws forth 
> The voice of ſorrow from my beating heart, | 
Farewell awhile !—I will not leave you long; 
For in your ſhades I deem ſome ſpirit dwells, 
Who from the chiding ſtream, or groaning oak, 
Still hears, and anſwers to Matilda's moan. 

O Douglas! Douglas! if departed ghoſts 

Are cer e to review this world, 

Within the circle of that wood thou art, 

And with the paſſion of immortals hear't 

My lamentation.: hear'ſt thy wretched wife. 3 

Weep for her huſband ſlain, her infant loſt! 

My brother? 's timeleſs death I ſeem to mourn; | , 
Who periſh'd with thee on that fatal dag. 
To thee I lift my voice; to thee addreſs | 


The: plaint which mortal car has never Nl. 1-3 
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O diſregard me not; tho” I am call'd 
Another's now, my heart is wholly thine. 
Incapable of change, affection lies 
Buried, my Douglas, in thy bloody grave. 
But Randolph comes, whom fate has made my lord, 
To chide my anguiſh, and defraud the dead. 
Douglas. 


3 
GLENALYON, 


So Lady Randolph ſhuns me] by and by 

Ft woo her as the lion woos his brides. 

The deed's a-doing now, that makes me lord 

Of "theſe rich vallies, and a chief of power. 

The ſeaſon is moſt apt ; my ſounding ſteps 

Will not be heard amidft the din of arms. 

Randolph has liv'd too long: his better fate 

Had the afcendant once, and kept me down : 

When I had ſeiz'd the dame, by chance he came, 

Reſcu'd and had the lady for his labour ; 

I 'ſcap'd unknown: a ſlender conſolation ! | 

Heaven is my witneſs that I do not love © A 

To ſow in peril, and let others reap | = 

The jocund harveſt, Yet I am not ſafe ; = = 

By love, or ſomething like it, ſtung, inflam'd, * 

Madly I blabb'd my paſſion to his wiſe, 

And ſhe has threaten'd to acquaint him of it, 

The way of woman's will J do not know; 

But well I know the baron's wrath is deadly: 

T will not live in fear; he is the man 

Who ſtands betwixt me and my chief defire. 

No bar but he; ſhe has no k inſman near; 

No brother in his ſiſter's quarrel bold; 

And for the righteous cauſe, a ſtranger's cauſe, 

I know no chief that will defy Glenalvon. 

| 3 Doug lar. 
—— — — ce ne REIT, : 
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. M V name is Norval : on the Grampian Hills 
father feeds his flocks ; a frugal ſwain, 
Whoſe conſtant cares were to increaſe his ſtore, 
And keep his only ſon, myſelf, at home ; 
For I had heard of battles, and I long'd 
Io follow to the field ſome warlike lord; 
And Heav'n ſoon granted what my fire denied. 
This moon which roſe laſt night, round as my ſhield, 
Had not yet fill'd her horns, when by her light, 
A band of fierce barbarians from the hills, 
= Ruſh'd like a torrent down upon the vales. 
S n our flocks and herds, The ſhepherds fled 
For ſatety and for ſuccour. I alone, 
With bended bow, and quirer full of arrows, 
Hover'd about the enemy, and mark d 
Ihe road he took ; then haſted to my friends; 
MW hom with a troop of fifty choſen men, 
I met advancing. The purſuit I led, 
Jill we ook the ſpoil-encumber'd foe : 
= We fonght and conquer d. Ere a ſword was drawn, 
= An arrow from my bow had pierc'd their chief, 
Who wore that day the arms which now I wear. 
Returning home in trivmph, I diſdain'd 
The ſhepherd's flothful life; and having heard 
That our good king had ſummon'd his bold peers- 
To lead their warriors to the Carron fide, 
I left my father's houſe, and took with me 
A choſen ſervant to conduct my ſteps — Ft 
Von trembling coward, who forſook his maſter. . „ 
Journey ing with this intent, I paſs'd theſe towers, . 
And Heaven- directed, came this day to do | 


& The happy deed that gilds my humble name, Ws 
f + ; | Darglats . 
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DovcLas. 


T's 1s the place, the centre of the grove, 
Here ſtands the oak, the monarch of the wood. 
How ſweet and ſolemn is this midnight ſcene ! 
The filver moon, unclouded holds her way 
Thro' ſkies where I could count each little ſtar. 
The fanning weft wind ſcarcely ftirs the leaves 3; 
The river, ruſhing o'er it's pebbled bed, 
Impoſes filence with a ſtilly ſound. 
In ſuch a place as this, at ſuch an hour, 
If anceſtry can be in aught believ'd 
Deſcending ſpirits have convers'd with man, 
And told the ſecrets of the world unknown. 
Enter Old Norual. 

Norv. Tis he; but what if he ſhould chide me hence; 
His juſt reproach I fear. ( Douglas turns and ſees him.) 
Forgive, Cage: 

Canſt thou forgive the man, the ſelfiſh man, 
Who bred Sir Malcolm's heir a ſhepherd's ſon. 

Doug. Kneel not to me: thou art my father ſtill: 
Thy wiſh'd-for preſence now compleats my joy. 
Welcome to me, my fortunes thou ſhalt ſhare, 
And ever honour'd with thy Douglas live. | | 

Norv. And doſt thou call me Father? O my fon! 

I think that I could die to make amends 
For the great wrong I did thee. *Twas my crime 
Which in the wilderneſs ſo long conceal'd 
'The bloſſom of thy youth. 
Dong. Not worſe the fruit, : 
That in the wilderneſs the bloſſom blow'd. 
© Among the ſhepherds, in the humble cot, 
| J learn-d ſome leſſons, which I'll not forget 
When I inhabit yonder loſty towers. 


J who was once a ſwain will ever prove 


* Ihe poor man's friend; and when my vaſſals bow, 
Norval ſhall ſmooth the * pride of Douglas. 
1 | 3 | 


1 
Norv. Let me but live to ſee thine exaltation ! 


Yet grevious are my fears. O leave this place, 
And thoſe unfriendly. towers. 1 


Dung. Why ſhould I leave them? 


Nero. Lord Randblpb and his kinſman ſeek your life. 


Nang. How know'ſt thou that? 
Norv, I will inform you how, 


EF When evening came, I left the ſecret place 
-  Appointed'for me by your mother's care, 
And fondly trod in each accuſtom'd path 


That to the caſtle leads. Whilſt thus I rang d, 
I was alarmed with unexpected ſounds 
Of earneſt voices. On the perſons came ; 


>. Unſeen I lurk'd, and overheard them name 


Each other as they talk'd, Lord Randolph this, 


And that Glexalwor : Still of you they ſpoke, 

And of the lady: threat'ning was their ſpeech, 

Tho' but imperfectly my ear could hear it. 

Twas ſtrange, they ſaid, a wonderful diſcov'ry; 

And ever and anon they vow'd revenge. 

Dang. Revenge for what? 3% 
Norv. For being what you are; | 


Sir Malcolm's heir : how elſe have you offended ? | 
= When they were gone, I hied me to my cottage, 
And there fat mufing how I beſt might find 


Means to inform you of their wicked purpoſe. 
But I could think of none: at laſt perplex'd, 
I iſſued forth, encompaſſing the tower | 
With many a weary ſtep, and wiſhful look. 


Now Providence hath brought you to my fight, 


Let not your too courageous ſpirit ſcorn 
The caution which I give. 
Dong. I ſcorn it not. 


My mother warn'd me of Clenalvon's baſeneſs: 
: ' I will not fufpe the noble Randslph. | 


our encounter with the vile aſſaſſins, 


I mark'd his brave demeanour: Him I'll truſt. 
1 755 Nerv. I fear you will too far. 
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Doug. Here, in this place 
I wait my mother's coming ; ſhe ſhall know 
What thou haſt told : her counſel 1 will follow ; 
And cautious ever are a mother's councils. 
You muſt depart ; your preſence may prevent 
Our interview. 

Norv. My bleſſing reſt upon thee ! 
O may Heav'n's hand, which ſav'd thee from the wave, 
And from the ſword of foes, be near thee ftill ; | 
Turning miſchance, if aught hangs o'er thy head, 
All upon mine! | 

Doug. He loves me like a parent ; 
And muſt not, ſhall not loſe the ſon he loves, 
Altho' his ſon has found a nobler father. 
Eventful day ! how haſt thou chang'd my ſtate ! 
Once on the cold and winter-ſhaded fide 
Of a bleak hill, miſchance had rooted me 
Never to thrive, child of another ſoil : 
Tranſplanted now to the gay ſunny vale 
Like the green thorn of May my — flowers. 
Ye glorious ſtars! high heav'n's reſplendent hoſt { 
To whom I oft have of my lot complain'd, 
Hear and record my ſoul's unalter'd wiſh |! 


[ Exit, 


Dead or alive let me but be renown'd! 


May Heav'n inſpire ſome fierce gigantic Dane, 
To give a bold deſiance to our hott ! | 
Before he ſpeaks it out, I will accept, 3 
Like Douglas conquer, or like Douglas die. 


' 
Gzoxce PriLPOT. 


A y y HO now in my fituation wonld envy any of your 


great folks at the court end! a lord has nothing to de- 


pend upon but his eitate—he can't ſpend you a hundred 
thouſand pounds of other people's money—no—no—F *' 


: 8 had rather be a little bob-wig citizen, in good ni; 


4 


4 
= 


,- 
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than a commiſſioner of the cuſtoms—commiſſioner I the 


King has not ſo good a thing in his gift, as a commiſſion 
of bankruptcy—don't we ſee them all with their country 
ſeats at Hackney, and at Kentiſh Town, ard at Newing- 
ton Butts, and at Iſlington ; with their little flying mer- 
cury's tipt on the top of the houſe, their Apollo's, their 
Venuſſes, and their leaden Hereulefes in the garden; and 
themſelves ſitting before the door, with pipes in their 
mouths, waiting for a good digeſtion ?—Zooks!here comes 
old dad; now for a few dry maxims of left-handed wiſ- 
dom, to prove myſclf a ſcoùndrel in ſentiment, and paſs 
in his eyes for a hopeful young man likely to do well in 


the world. 
Enter Old Philpot. © 
O. Phils. Twelve times twelve is one hundred and forty 


four. | 
S. Philp, IIl attack him in his own way—Commiſſion 


gat two and a half per cent. 


O. Philp. There he is, intent upon buſineſs! What 


plodding, George ? . 
G. H : 4 Thinking a little of the main chance, | fir. 
O. Philp, That's right, it is a wide world, George. 
G. Philp. Ves, fir, but you inftrufted me early in the 
rudiments of trade. - 
O. Philp. Ay, ay! I inſtilled good principles into thee. 
YL G. Philp. So you did, fir.—Principal and intereſt is 
All I ever heard from him. (d, I ſhall never forget 
the ſtory you recommended to my earlieſt notice, fr. 
. Philp. What was that, George ? It is quite out of 
my head— 


G. Phils. It intimated, fir, how Mr. Thomas Inkle, of 


London, merchant, was caſt away, and was afterwards pro- 
tected by a young lady, who grew in love with him, and 


how he afterwards bargained with a planter, to ſell her 


for a ſlave, : | | 
O. _ Ay, ay, laugh: I recollect it now. 
6. Philp.” And when ſhe pleaded being with child by 


him, he was no otherwiſe moved than to raiſe his price, f 
0, Phi, 


and make her turn better to account. 
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O. Philp. { Burſts into a laugh J remember it—ha! ha! 

— there was the very ſpirit of trade! ay—ay—ha, ha! 

G. Philp. That was calculation for you— _ 

O. Philp. Ay, ay. 

G. Philp. The Rule of Three.—If one gives me fo 
much, what will two give me? | 

O. Philp. Ay, ay. (laughs ) | - 

G. Phils. That was a hit, Sir, 

O. Philp. Ay, ay. | 

G. Philp. That was having his wits about him. 

O. Philp. Ay, ay. It is a leſſon for all young men. 
It was a hit indeed. —Ha! ha! {6th laugh) 

G. Philp. What an old Negro it is! /affde) - 

O. Philp. Thou art a ſon after my own heart, George. 

G. Philp. Trade muſt be minded. —A penny ſaved, is 
a penny got, | 

O. Phils. Ay, ay. ¶ Bales his head and lintt cunning} ) 

G. Philp. He that hath money in his purſe, won't want 
a head on his ſhoulders, 

O. Phils. Ay, ay. | 

G. Philp. Rome was not built in a day, Fortunes are 
made by degrees. —Pains to get, care to keep, and fear ta 
loſe.— | | 

O. Philp. Ay, ay. | 

G. Philp. He that lies in bed, his eſtate feels it, 

O. Phils. Ay, ay.—The good boy! | 

G. Phils, The old Curmudgeon thinks nothing mean 
that brings in an honeſt penny. (affe 

ho Philp. The good boy !—George, I have great hopes 
of thee, 

G. Phils. Thanks to your example. You have taught 
me to be cautious in this wide world. —Love your neigh- 
bour; but don't pull down your hedge. 

O. Phils. I profeſs it is a wiſe ſaying, —I never heard it 
before.—l[t is a wiſe ſaying ; and ſhews how cautious we 
mould be of too much confidence in friendſhip. 

G. 1 Very true. 

5. Friendſhip has nothing to do with trade. 
c G, P hilp. 
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8. Philp. It only draws a man in to lend money. 


O. Philp. Ay, ay. 

G. Philp. There was your neighbour's ſon, Dick 
Worthy, who was always cramming his head with Greek 
and Latin at ſchool; he wanted to borrow of me the 
other day; but I was too cunning. 

O. Philp. Ay, ay.—Let him draw bills of exchange 
in Greek and Latin, and ſee where he will get a pound 


ſterling for them. 


G. Phil p. So I told him. I went to him to his garret in 
the Minories; and there I found him in all his miſery ; and 
a fine ſcene it was.—T here was his wife in a corner of the 
room, at a waſhing-tub, up to the elbows in ſuds, a ſo- 
litary pork chop was dangling by a bit of packthread, be- 
fore a melancholy fire; himſelf ſeated at a three-leg'd 
table, writing a pamphlet againſt the German war; a 
child upon his left knee, his right leg employed in rock- 
ing a cradle, with a bantling in it. And fo there was bu- 
fineſs enough for them all. His wife (rubbing away 
{mimicks a waſper-woman ) and he writing on, The king 
% of. Pruflia ſhall have no more ſubſidies Saxony ſhall be 


= * indemnified—He- ſhan't have a foot in Sileſia, + — - 
==” There is a ſweet little baby!“ /zo the child on bis knee )— 


Then he rock' d the cradle Hyſh! Ho! Huſh! Ho!“ 


Then twiſted the griſkin. ' /Graps his frgers )—Huſh ! Ho! 


The Ruſſians ſhall have Pruſſia.“ /{aurizes })— The 


| G wie {ava/bts and ings) There's a dear” - Round goes 


the griſkin again, /awps bis fingers ) and Canada muſt - 
«: be reſtored.” {torites And ſo you have a picture of 
the whole family. | | | | 
O. Phils. Ha! Ha! What becomes of his Greek and 
Latin now!—Fine words butter no parſnips.— He had no 


money from you, I ſuppoſe, George? 


8. Philp. Oh! No— Charity begins at home. 
O. Philp. And it was wiſely ſaid.— I have an excel- 
tent ſaying when a man wants to borrow money of me.— 
I am ready with my joke, A fool and his money are 


ſoon . parted Ha! Ha! Ha! n 
r | G. Pbilp. 22 
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G. Phils. Ha, ha! ——An old ſcin-flint. afide ) 

O. Philp. Ay, ay.—A fool and his money are ſoon 
parted—ha, ha, ha! 

G. Phil. Now if I can wring an handſome ſum out of 
him, it will prove the truth f what he ſays. fd. )—And 
yet trace has its inconveniencies.— Great houſes Ropping 

ment! 

0. Philo. Hey! what! You look chagrin'd No- 
thing of that ſort has happened to thee, I hope? 

G. Philp. A great houſe at Cadiz, Don John de Alvarada, 
The Spaniſh Galleons not making quick returns—and ſo 
my bills are come back | | 

O. Phils. Ay!'—(Jeakes his head ) 

6. Phil. I have indeed a remittance from Meſſina.— 
That voyage yields me thirty per cent profit But this 
blow coming upon me—— | 

O. Philp. Why this is unlueky— How much money? 

G. Philp. Three and twenty hundred 

O. Philp. George, too many eggs in one baſket, I'll tell 
thee, George; Lexpe&>1r Jaſper Wilding here preſently, to 
conclude the treaty of marriage I have on foot for thee, 

hen huſh this up—day nothing of it—and in a day 
or two.you pay theſe bills with his daughter's portion. 

G. Phil. The old rogue. {afide,) That will never do, I 
ſhall be blown upon change—Alvarada will pay in time 
lle has opened his affairs He appears a good man. 

O. Phil. s he? | 

G. Phil. A great fortune left; will pay in time, but I 
muſt crack befor that— . i 
O0. Phil, It is unlucky! a man IS— 
S. Phil, Nobody —— roof | 


O. Phil. Let me ſee - Suppoſe I lend this money? 


G. Phil. Ah, fir. | 1 : | 
O. Phil. How much is your remittance from Meſſina? 2 


G. Phil. Seven hundred and ſifty. 


O. Phil. Then you want fifteen hundred and fifty. 
G. Phil. Exactly. 


O. Phil, Don Alvarada is a good man, you ſayy? | 


| 1 
. Phil. Ves fir. 

O. Phil. 1 will venture to lend the 82 muſt 
allow me commiſſion upon thoſe bills for taking them up 
©. for the honour of the drawer— | 

3 G. Phil. Agreed. | 

O. Phil. Lawful intereſt while I am out of my money ? 
G. Phil. I ſubſcribe. | | 
9. Phil. A power of attorney to receive the money 
from Alvarada when he makes a payment? . 
6. Phil. You ſhall have it. 

O. Phil. Your own bond ? 


G. Phil. To be ſure, | 5 
O. Phil. Go and get me a check, you ſhall have a 
draught on the bank. | g 


G. Phil. Ves, fir, (going ) 1 
O. Phil. But ſtay—1 had forgot muſt ſell out for 
this—Stocks are under par—you muſt pay the difference ? 

G. Phil. Was ever ſuch a leech!—By all means, fir. 

O. Phil. Step and get me a check. 

G. Phil. A fool and his money are ſoon parted, 

3 17 { afide and exit. 

O. Phil. What with commiſſion, lawful intereſt, and 
his paying the. difference of ſtocks, which are higher now 
than when I bought in, thig will be no bad morning's 
work; and then in the evening, I ſhall be in the rareſt 
ſpirits for this new adventure I am recommended to—Let 
me ſee what is the lady's name. Tales a letter aut Corin- 
na! ay, ay, by the deſcripticn ſhe is a bale of goods—T 
hall '& in rare ſpirits—Ay this is the way to indulge 
E one's paſſions, and yet conceal them, and to mind one's 
buſineſs in the city here, as if one had no paſſion at all— 


Body o'me—I am a young man ſtill. 


Citizens 


LL ES: 4 
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Vir lachimo. I er Tachimss. 
Poſthumgs.. The Wibel * have por . by land 
And winds of all the corners kiſs'd' * 
To make your veſſel nimble. 
Phil. Welcome, Sir. 
Pot, J hope the briefneſs of your . made 
The { of your return. 
lach. Your lady 
Is one of the faireſt that ever I look · d upon. | 
Pot. And therewithal the beſt; or let her beauty | 
Look through a caſement to allure falſe hearts, | 
And be falſe with them. 
lach. Here are letters for you. 
Po. Their tenour good, I truſt. 
Tach. Tis very like. 9 ofthumns reads the ker 
Phil. Was Caius Lucius in the Britiſh W | 
When you were there ? . 
Iach. He was expected then, 
But not approach'd. 
Poft. All is well yet. 
Sparkled this ſtone as it was wont, or is t not 
Too dull for your. good wearing ? 3 
Lach. If I'd loſt it, 
I ſhould have loſt the worth of it in gold; 
I'll make a j aware twice as far, t'enjoy 
A ſecond night of ſuch ſweet ſhortneſs, as 
Was mine in Britain, for the ring is won. 
Pe. The ſtone's too hard to come by. 
Tach. Not a whit, 
Vour lady being ſo eaſy. 
Pot. Make not, Sir, 
Your loſs, your ſport; I hope you know that we. 
Moſt not continue friends. 
' _ Jſach. Good Sir, we muſt, 
I you keep covenant ; 5 had T not brought 


=” 


Tis 
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+ "The knowledge of your miſtreſs home, I grant 
Me were to . farther; but I now 
= Profeſs myſelf the winner of her honour, ' 
2 8 with your ring; and not the wronger 
T, 


or you, baving proceeded but 


By both your wills. 


| 


Pp. If you can make't apparent 

That you have tafted her in bed; my hand, 

And ring is yours. If not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour, gains, or loſes 


Your ſword or mine, or maſterleſs leaves both 


'To who ſhall find them. 
Tach. Sir, my circumſtances | 

Being ſo near the truth, as 1 will make them, 

Muſt firſt induce you to believe; whoſe ſtrength 

I will confirm with oath, which I doubt not | 

You'll give me leave to ſpare, when you ſhall find 

They need it not. | | | 
Poſt. Proceed. 3 
Jacbh. Firſt her bed-chamb err 

Where I confeſs I ſlept not, but profeſs 

Had that was well worth watching, it was bang'd 

With richeſt, tuff, the colours blue and filver ; 

A piece of work __ | 

So bravely done, ſo rich, that it did ſtrive 

In workmanſhip and value. 
Pg. This is true; | 

And this you might have heard of here, by me, 

Or by ſome other. | | 
Tach. More particulars 

Muſt juſtify my knowledge. 
Poft. So they muit, 

Or do your honour injury. 
Tach. The chimney t 

Is ſouth the chamber, and the chimney- piece 

Chaſte Dian, bathing ; never {aw I figures 


So likely to report themiclycs ; the painter 


_ 
a an. 4 


* 
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Was as another nature dumb, out-went her, 
Motion and breath left out. 

Peft. This is a thing 
Which you might from relation likewiſe reap, 
Being, as it is, much ſpoke of. | 

Tach. The roof of the chamber 
With golden cherubims is fretted. 

Pot, What's this t' her honour ? 
Let it be granted you have ſeen all this, 
(Praiſe be to your remembrance) the deſcription 
Of what is in her chamber, nothing ſaves 
The wager you have laid. 

Tach. Then if you can [ Pulling out the Bracelets 
Be pale, I beg but leave to air this jewel: See 
And now tis up again; it muſt be married 


To that your diamond, 77 

Pot, Ode — : | 
Once more let me behold it: Is it that 
Which I left with ber? 


Tach. Sir, I thank her, that: 
She ftripp'd it from her arm, I ſee her yet. 
Her pretty action did out-ſelf her gift, 
And yet enrich'd it too; ſhe gave it me, 
And ſaid ſhe priz'd it once. | 

Pot. May bo. ſhe pluck'd it off to ſend it 

Tach. She writes ſo to you? doth ſhe! | 

Pf. O no, no, no, tis true. Here take this tog, 
It is a bafiliſk unto mine eye, 
Kills me to look on't: Let there be no honour, 
Where there is beauty ; truth, where ſemblance ; love, 
Where there's another man. The vows of women 
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Than they are to their virtue, which is nothing 
O, above meaſure falſe 

Phil. Have patience, Sir, 
And take your ring again: tis not yet won 
It may be probable ſhe loſt it; or | | 
| D 2 Whe 


E She hath been colted by him. 


3 This ſtain upon her? 


em 7 


Who knows, one of her women, being corrupted, 
Hath ſtolen it from her. 
Pf. Very true, 
And fo I hope he came by'e; back my ring, 
Render to me ſome corporal ſign about her 
More evident than this; for this was ſtole. 
Lach. By 4; 206g I had it from her arm. 
Pot. Hark you, he ſwears; by Jupiter he beim 
*Tis true—nay, keep the ring tis true; I am ſure 
She could not loſe it; her attendants are 
All honourable; they induced to ſteal it! 
And by a ſtranger !—no, he hath enjoy'd her, 
cognizance of her incontinency 
Is this : ſhe hath bought the name of whore, thus teat N. 
There, take thy hire, and all the ſiends of hell | 
Divide themſelves between you! 
Phil. Sir, be patient ; 
This is not ſtrong enough to be nn 
Of one perſuaded well of. 
P, ever talk on't; 


Lach. If you ſeek : $21 
For further ſatisfying ; under her breaſt, 3 
Worthy the preſſing, lies a mole, right proud FF 
Of that moſt delicate lodging. By my life 822 
I Kiſs'd it, and it gave me preſent hunger 

Jo feed again, though full, You do remember 


Daf. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another ſtain, as big as hell can hold, 
Were there no more but it. 
ach. Will you hear more ? 
Poa. Spare your arithmetic. ! 
Ne'er count the turns: Once, and a million. 1 
Tach. F'll be ſworn 
Pg. No ſwearing : 


or you will ſwear you * * done't, you lie, 2 


af 


And I will kill thee if thou HOWE: 
Thou'ſt made her trumpet. 


Lach. Il deny nothing. | 
Pot. O that 1 had her here, to tear bas ia alt; 


I will go there and do't i” th court before 


Her father I'll do ſomething — [ Exi#2 =_ 

Phil. Quite beſides "i 
The government of patience. You have won: | | | 

Let's follow him, and * the . wrath | 

He hath againſt himſe 

Jach. With all my heart. | 

Cymbelnrey 
Pos rhuuus. 


Is there no way for men to be, but women 
Muſt be half- workers? We are baſtards all; 
Ang that moſt venerable man, which I 4 
Did call my father, was, I know not where, 
When I was ſtampe. Some coiner with his tools 
Made me a counterfeit, yet my mother ſeem d 
The Diana of thar time; fo doth my wiſe p 
| nonpareil of this Oh vengeance, Vvengeanee? 
Me of — lawful pleaſure ſhe r d, 
5 pray'd me oft forhearance ; did it with | 

A pudeney ſo roſie, the ſweet view-on's | 
Mi ght well have warm'd old Saturn 
That I thought her 2 
As chaſte as unſun'd faow. Oh, all the devils [-— 
This yellow Jachimo in an hour a t not? 
Or lels; at firſt? Perchance he ſpoke not, but 
Like a full acorn'd boar, à German one - 
O! torture to my mind, Could I find out 
The woman's part in me, for there's no-motiow . EF 
| D 3 _ > 


Jo ſecond ills with ills, each worſe than other, 
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That tendg to vice in man, but I affirm 

It is the woman's part; be it lying, note it, 
The woman's; flattering, her's; deceiving, her's ; 
Luft, and rank thoughts, her's ; revenges, her's ; 
Ambitions, 2 change of prides, diſdain, 

Nice: longing, ſlanders, mutability : — 
All faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell knows, _ 
Why her's, in part, or all; or rather all. For even to 
They are not conſtant, but are changing ſtill ; [vice - 
One vice, but of a minute old, for one | | 
Not half fo old as that. I'II write againf them, 

*"Deteſt them, curſe them yet 'tis greater ſkill 

In a true hate, to pray they have their will, 
The very devils cannot plague them better. ; 

Cymbelines 


PosTHUMUS vith a bloody Hendherchief, 


F. . bloody cloth, I'll keep thee ; for I wiſh't 
. Thou ſhould be colour'd hes You married ones 
If each of would take this courſe, how many 
Muſt murder wives much better than yourſelves, 
For-wrying but a little? Oh Piſanio; | 
Every good ſervant does not all commands 
No bond, but to do juſt ones. Gods! if you 
= Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never 
= Had liv'd-to put on this; ſo had you ſav'd 
I be noble Imogen to repent, and ſtrook 
Mie, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But alack, 
You ſnatch from hence for little faults; (that's love) 
To have: them fall no more; you ſome permit 1 


And make them dreaded to the doer's thrift; 

But Imogen is your own, do your beſt wills, 

And me bleſs d to obey, I am brought hither 
| | Amongſt 


% 


"1 


: T'll give no wound to thee ; therefore good Heay'ng - 


For thee, O Imogen, for whom my life 


| How range are all things round me! Like ſome 
_ thief who treads forbidden ground, and fain would lurk 
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Amongſt the Italian gentry, and to fight 
Againſt my lady's kingdom; tis enough 
That, Britain, I have kill'd thy miſtreſs ; peace, 


Hear patiently my purpoſe; I'll diſrobe me 
Of theſe Italian weeds, and ſuit myſelf 

As does a Britiſh peaſant : ſo I'll fight. 
Againſt the part I come with; fo I'll die 


Is every breath, a death; and thus unknown, 
Pitied, nor hated, to the face of peril 

Myſelf I'll dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me, than my habits ow; 
Gods, put the ſtrength o tl! Leonati in me; 
To ſhame the guiſe 0* th* world, I will begin, 
The faſhion lets without, and more within, 


| BARNWELL, 


unſeen, fearful I enter each apartment of this well-known 


houſe. To guilty love, as if that were too little, already 


have I added breach of truſt— A thief Can I know 


myſelf that wretched thing, and look my honeſt friend 


and injur'd maſter in the face? though hypocriſy may 


awhile conceal my guilt, at length it will be known, and 
Public ſhame and ruin muſt enſue. In the mean time, 


what muſt be my life ? ever to ſpeak a language foreign 
to my heart; hourly to add to the number of my crimes, 
in order to conceal em. 
the grand apoſtate, when firſt he loſt his purity. Like 
me, diſconſplate, he wandered; and, while yet in heaven 
bore all hie Future hell about him. 1 | 


Sure ſuch was the condition of | 


Enter 


into the ſecrets of my ſou 


[& ] ; 
„neee Truman. _ ' 
T7. Barnwell, oh, how I rejoice to ſee you ſafe! ſo wil! 
our maſter, and his gentle daughter; who during your 
abſence, oft inquir'd after you. 1 
Barn. Would he were 2 his officious N | 
. lle. 
Tr. Unleſs you knew the pain the whole ewihy K felt 
on your account, you can't conceive how much you are 
belov'd. But why thus cool and ſilent? when my heart 
is full of joy for your return, do you turn away? 
why thus avoid me? what have I done? how am altered 
fince you ſaw me laſt? or rather, what have you done? 
and why are you thus chang'd ? for I am ftilk the fame. 
Bain. What have I done indeed? [ Afide. 
Tr, Not ſpeak nor look upon me? 
Barn, By my face he would diſcoverall I would conceal; 
methinks already I begin to hate him. | [ Afede. 
Tr, I cannot bear this uſage from a friend; whom till 
now | ever fo loving; whom yet I love; though 
this unkindneſs ſtrikes at the root of friendſhip, and 
might deſtroy it in any hreaſt but mine. 
arn. I am not well. [Turning to him.] 8 | 
- ſtranger to theſe eyes ſinee you beheld them lait. | 
WW 7. _ they * Go bin 284 ; 
now overflow. Rightly did my ſympathi eart 
forbode laſt night, when = walt ablent, — fa- 
tal to our ; | 
Bam, — friendſhip engages you too far. My trou- 
bles, whate er they are, ate mine alone; you have no in- 
teroft in them; nor ought your concern for me give you 
moment's pain. | - a 
' Th. You — as if you knew of friendſhip nothing 
but the name. Before I ſaw your grief I felt it; een now, 
though ignorant of the cauſe, your ſorrow wounds. me to 


fte heart. / 


Burr. Twill not be always thus. Friendſhip and all 


= engagements ceaſe, as circumſtances and occaſions 3 | 


L Þ 
and ſince you once may hate me, perhaps it might be 
efter for * both — you 10-5 me 2 r * 
Tr. Sure I but dream! without a cauſe would Barnwell 
uſe me thus? ungenerous and ungratefal youth, farewell? 
I ſhall endeavour to follow your advice ¶ going. ]—<Yet 
ſtay: perhaps I am too raſh; and angry, when the cauſe ' 
demands compaſſion. Some unforeſcen calamity may have 
befallen him, too great to bear. n 
Barn. What part am I reduc'd to act? 'tis vile and 
baſe to move his temper thus, the beſt of friends and men. 
Fr. I am to blame; pr'ythee forgive me, Barnwell. 
Try to compoſe your ruffled mind; and let me know' the 
cauſe that thus tranſports you from yourſelf, My friend- 
ly counſel may reftore'your 252 | | 
Barn. All that is poſſible for man to do for man, your 
generous friendſhip may effect; but here even that's in 
Vain. 7 | *. ol 
Ty. Something dreadful is labouring in your breaſt ; 
oh, give it vent, and let me ſhare your grief; twill caſt 
our pain, ſhould it admit no cure, and make it lighter 
he the part I bear. | | — 
Barn. Vain ſuppofition! my woes increaſe by bein 
obſerv'd; ſhould the cauſe be known, they wonld ex 
all bounds. | — | * 
Jr. So well I know thine honeſt heart, guilt cannot 
harbour there, - . „ een 
Barn. Oh, torture inſupportable! IA. 
Tr. Then why am I excluded? have I a thought I would 
conceal from you? | e 
Barn, If ſtill you urge me on this hated ſubject, II 
never enter more beneath this roof, nor ſee your” face 
again, | | | 5 | wo 
75. Tis ſtrange — but I have done; ſay but you hate 
me not. i 1 
Barn, Hate you! I am not that monſter yet. 
Tr. Shall our friendſhip ſtill continue? 


Dom. 


| _ » Barn. It's 3 blefling I never was worthy of, yet now 
muſt ſtand on terms; 0 5 aellyagines > Ang nat 
Te, What are they? | 
Barn. Never hereafter, though you ſhould wonder at 


| my conduct, deſire to know more than I am willing to 
. reveal. 


1 1 but upon any conditions 1 muſt be your 
. Barn. Then as much as one loſt to himſelf, can be 
. — 
. Be ever fo, and may 
buſineſs requires our attendance ae youth's 
beſt preſervative from ill, as igleneſs his worſt of ſnares. 
Will you. go wich me ? 
1 Darn. Pl take a little time to reflect on what has paſt, 
| and follow you. [Exit Trueman. 
| I might have truſted Trueman, and engaged bim to ap- 
Ny to my uncle to repair the wrong I have dene to my 
maſter; but what of Millwood ? ſhall I leave her, for ever 
leave her, and not let her know the cauſe ? She who loves 
me with ſuch boundleſs paſſion | can eruelty be duty? 1 
' of what, ſhe then muſt feel, by what I now endure. 
I The love of = and fear of * like „ 8 
Re * conflict met, when neither can 8 
* i doubt, * then can I — 2 3 
TI Without a cauſe aflign'd, or notice given, to ab- 
ſent yourſelf laſt night, was a fault, young man, and I 
came to chide you for it, but hope L am prevented- That 
modeſt bluſh, the confuſion fo viſible in your face, ſpeak 
grief and ſhame. When we have offended Heaven, it re- 
— 1 and ſhall man, who needs himſelf to be 
orgiven, be harder to appeaſe? If my pardon or love be 
of moment to your „ look up ſecure of both. 
Barn. This has o'ercome me. Ad.] Oh, 
Sis you know not the nature and extent of my 2 4 


1 8 1 


and I ſhould abuſe your miſtaken 38 2 it. 


and I am ſatisfied. —How 


W Vet be u guard. in this 
How oughtlefs ſeaſon of your E. 


the very power bf leaving it is loſt, 
Barn, Hear me, on my knees confeſs — 


The. Not a Mllable more upon this ſubject; it were 
not mercy, hut vey, io hear what ſt give you ch 
— II 

Barn. This amazes and Aiſtracts me- 


Tho. This remorſe makes thee dearer to me than if thow 
hadſt never offended. Whatever is your fault, of this I 
am certain, twas harder for you to offend, than me to 
Barn, Villain! villain! villain! baſely 40 wrang Lo. 


— thoug — — yan, chen 
renounce e u e {truggle's 
2 virtue has i. E 
but gratitude com This unlock d- for —"— 

— me from ion, 1 
Euter a Foatman. 
Foot. Sir, two ladies from your uncle in che countey 


deſire to ſee you. 


me- Guillt, what a coward haſt thou made : 


BaRkne” 


ugh, whate'er it be; this concern 2 


excellent a man. Should 1 again return to folly— 


. Who ſhould they be? L444] Tell them TU 


wait upon em. {Enter Footmane , 
Methinks I dread to ſce *tin——Now every thing alarm 


= 
„ * 
. * * = 
r ˙ . wy ome 6 
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58 A DISMAL ur obſcures the face of day. Either 
the ſun has ſlipp'd behind a cloud, or journies down the 
| © welt of heaven with more than common ſpeed, to avoid 
me fight of what Iam doom'd to act. Since I fet forth 
| on this accurs'd deſign, where'er I tread, methinks the 
folid earth trembles beneath my feet—Murder my uncle! 
l my father's only brother—and, ſince his death, has been 
to me a father; that took me up an infant and an orphan, 
i rear d me wich tendereſt care, and ftill indulged me with 
| moſt paternal fondneſs? Vet here I ftand his deſtin'd 
murderer -I ſtiffen with horror at my own impiety— 
Tis yet unperform'd—What if I quit my bloody purpoſe, 
and fly the place? ¶ Going, then flops. ]—— But whither, 
oh, whither, ſhall I fly? My maſter's onde · friendly doors 
are ever ſhut againſt me; and without money Mill wood 
will never ſee me more; and ſhe has got ſuch firm poſſeſ- 
© fion of my heart, and governs there with ſuch deſpotic 
Way, that lite is not to be endured without her—Ay, 
there's the cauſe of all my fin and ſorrow tis more than 
= Jove; it is the fever of the ſoul, and madneſs of deſire. 
In vain does nature, reaſon, conſcience, all oppoſe it; the 
©”  impetuous paſſion bears down all before it, and drives me 
- on t6luft, to theft, and murder—Oh, conſcience! feeble 
=» 1 to virtue! thou only ſhew'ſt us when we go aſtray, 
= aurwanteft power to ſtop us in our courſe !—Ha! in yon- 
cer Thady walk I ſee my uncle He's alone—Now for my 
dffpuiſe;- FPlacks out a wizer. ]——This is his hour of pri- 
nate meditation. Thus daily he prepares his ſoul for 
beaven; while I——But what have I to do with heaven? 
& Ha! no firuggles, conſcience—— 25 
Hence, hence remorſe, and every thought that's good; 
I ue ſtorm that luſt began, muſt end in blood. 


N Tuts on the vixor, pulls out à piſtol, and exit. 
_— oO "= George Barnwell. 
— | 
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UncCLE, 


I. I were ſuperſtitious, I ſhould fear ſome danger lurk d 
unſeen, or death were nigh—A heavy melancholy clouds 
my ſpirits—My imagination is fill'd with ghaſtly forms 
of dreary fares, and bodies chang'd by death ; when the 
pale lengthen'd viſage attracts each weeping eye, and fills 
the muſing ſoul at once with grief and horror, pity and 
averfion——T will indulge the thought The wiſe man 
prepares himſelf for death, by making it familiar to his 
mind When ſtrong reflections hold the mirror near, and 
the living in the dead behold their future ſelf; how does 
each inordinate paſſion and defire ceaſe, or ficken at the 
view! the mind ſcarce moves; the blood, curdling and 
child, creeps ſlowly through the veins : fix'd, ſtill, and 
motionleſs we ſtand; ſo like the ſolemn object of our 
thoughts, we are almoſt at preſent what we muſt be here- 
after; till curiofity awakes the ſoul, and ſets on inquiry. 
Enter George Barnwell, at a Diſtance, 
Oh. death! thou ſtrange myſterious power, ſeen every 
day, yet never underſtood but by the incommunicative 
dead, what art thou ? the extenfive mind of man, that. 
with a thought circles the earth's vaſt globe, ſinks to the 
centre, or x 96. above the ftars; that worlds exotic finds. 


or thinks it finds} thy thick clouds attempt to paſs in vaing* 
loft and bewildered in the horrid gloom, defeated, ſhe © 
returns more doubtful than before; of nothing certain 
but of labour loſt, Fo 
[ During this ſpeech Barnwell ſometimes preſents the piſtol * 
and draws it back again. 
Barn. Oh, tis impoflible ! 


8 [ throwwin down the Piſtal. 

[ Uncle flarts and attempts to draw 2 ſword. © | 
Uncle, A man ſo near me! arm'd and maſk'd— 
Barn. Nay, then there's no retreat. wy, 

u Pluths @ poniard from his boſom, and tabs Bim. 

Uncle, Oh, Iam ſlain! all gracious Heaven, regard the 
pers E prayer 


C3 
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prayer of thy dying ſervant ; bleſs, with the choiceſt bleſ- 
fings, my deareſt nephew ; forgive my murderer, and take 
my fleeting ſoul to endleſs mercy. | | 
[ Barnwell throws off his maſk, runs to him, and kneeling 
him, raiſes and chafes him. 

Barn. Expiring ſaint! Oh, murder'd martyr'd uncle! 
lift up your dying eyes, and view your nephew in your 
murderer !—Oh,, do not look ſo tenderly upon me !— 
Let indignation lighten from your eyes, and blaſt me ere 


© you die!—By Heaven, he weeps, 1n pity of my woes! 


ears, tears, for blood—The murder'd, in the agonies 
of death, weeps for his murderer—Oh ſpeak. your pious 

- purpoſe ; pronounce my pardon, then, and take me with 

= you !—He would, but cannot—Oh, why, with ſuch fond 
affection, do you preſs my murdering hand? Uncle fighs 
and dies |—Lite, that hovered on his lips but till he had 
. fealed my pardon, in that figh expir'd—He's gone for 
=  ever—[/wons away. Do I ftill breathe, and taint with 
my intectious breath the wholeſome air? let Heaven, 
From its high throne, in juſtice, or in mercy, now. look 
- down on that dear murder d ſaint, and me x &: murderer ; 
and if his vengeance ſpares, let pity ſtrike, and end my 
wretched being—Murder the worlt of crimes ; and parri- 


eide the worſt of murders ; and this the worſt of parricides, 
[ - George Barnwell, 


— 
 SEMPRONIUS, 


| Roms ſtill ſurvives in this aſſembled ſenate ! 
Let us remember we are Cato's friends, | 
And act like men who claim that glorious title. 
Lu. Cato will ſoon be here, and open to us 
BR Th' occaſion of our meeting. Hark! here he comes! 


[ 43 ] 


Enter Caro. 
Cato. Fathers, we once again are met in council; 
Czſar's approach has ſummon'd us together, 
And Rome attends her fate from our reſolves : 
How ſhall we treat this bold aſpiring man? 
Succeſs ſtill follows him, and backs his crimes : 
Pharſalia gave him Rome ;- Egypt has fince 
Received his yoke, and the whole Nile is Cæſar's. 
Why ſhould I mention Juba's overthrow, 
And Scipio's death! Numidia's burning fands 
Still ſmoak with blood. Tis time we thould decree 
What courſe to take. Our foe advances on us, 
And envies us ev'n Lybia's ſultry deſarts. 
Fathers, pronounce your thoughts; are they ſtill fix d 
To hold it out, and fight it to the laſt ? 
Or are your hearts ſubdu'd at length, and wrought 
By time and ill ſueeeſs, to a ſubmiſſion t 
Sempronius ſpeak. | 
Semp. My voice is ſtill for war. 
Gods, can a Roman ſenate long debate 
Which of the two to chuſe, ſlav ry or death £ 
No, let us rife at once, gird on our ſwords, f 
And, at the head of our remaining troops, 
Attack the foe, break through the thick array . 
Of his throng d legions, as charge home upon him. : 
Perhaps ſome arm, more lucky than the reſt, | 
May reach his heart, and free the world from bondage. 
Riſe, fathers, riſe ! 'tis Rome demands your help: 
Riſe and revenge her flaughter'd citizens, 
Or ſhare their 2 the corpſe of half her ſenate 
Manure the fields of Theſſaly, while we 
Sit here delib'rating in cold debates, 
If we ſhould ſacrifice our lives to honour,. 
Or wear them out in ſervitude and chains- 
Rouſe up for ſhame ! our brothers of Pharſalia 
Point at their wounds,. and cry aloud—to battle! 
Great Pompey's ſhade complains that we are flow,. 
And Scipio's ghoſt. walks unreveng'd amongſt us. 
HE | | E 2. ns. 
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Cato, Let not a torrent of impetuous zeal 
Tranſport thee thus beyond the bounds of reaſon : 
True fortitude is ſeen in great exploits 
"That juſtice warrants, — that wiſdom guides; 
All elſe is tow ring frenzy and diſtraction. 


Are not the lives of thoſe who draw the fword 
In Rome's defence intruſted to our care? 


Should we thus lead them to a field of ſlaughter, 
Might not th' impartial world with reaſon ſay 

We laviſh'd at our deaths the blood of thouſands, 
To grace our fall, and make our ruin glorious ? 
Lucius, we next would know what's your opinion. 
Luc. My thoughts, I muſt confeſs, are turn'd on peace. 
Already have our quarrels fill'd the world 

With widows and with orphans : Scythia mourns 
Our guilty wars, and earth's remoteſt regions 

Lie half unpeopled by the feuds of Rome: 

Tis time to ſheathe the ſword, and ſpare mankind. 
It is not Cæſar, but the gods, my fathers, 

The gods declare againſt us, and rebel 

Oar vain attempts. To urge the foe to battle, 


 {Prompted by Blind revenge and wild deſpair) 


Were to refuſe th* awards of Providence, | 
And not to reſt in Heaven's determination. 


Already have we ſhewn our love to Rome, 


Now let us ſhew ſubmiſſion to the gods. 


We took up arms, not to revenge ourſelves 
Bat free the commonwealth ; when this end fails, 
Arms have no farther uſe : our country's cauſe 


That drew our ſwords, now wreſts em from our hands, 
And bids us not delight in Roman blood 
Unprofitably ſhed ; what men could do, 


Is done already. Heaven and earth will witneſs, . 


If Rome mult fall, that we are innocent. = 
Semp. This {ſmooth diſcourſe, and mild behaviour, oft 


Conccal a traitor—Something whiſpers me 
All is not right Cato, beware of Lucius. 


* Ila to Cato. 
$4 8 | Cato. 
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Cato, Let us appear not raſh nor diſffident: 
Immod' rate valour ſwells into a fault; 
And fear admitted into public counſels, 
Betrays like treaſon.. Let us ſhun em both. 
Fathers, I cannot ſee that our affairs 
Are grown thus deſp'rate. We have bulwarks round us; 
Within our walls are troops enur'd to toil 
In Africk's heat, and feafon'd to the fun ;: | 
Numidia's ſpacious kingdom lies behind us, 
Ready to 11 at its young prince's call. 
While there is hope, do not diſtruſt che gods; 
But wait, at leaſt, till Cæſar's near approach 
Force us to yield. *Twill never be too late 
To ſue for chains, and own a conqueror. 
Why ſhould Rome fall a moment ere her time ? 
No, let us draw her term of freedom out 
In its full length, and ſpin it to the laſt; 
So ſhall we gain ſtill one day's liberty: 
And let me periſh—but,. in Cato's judgment, 
A day, an hour, of virtuous liberty, 


Is worth a whole eternity in bondage! 
| | Cato. 


— — 36 — 


Caro. lu, fitting in J ing Bg“ pofture ;, is bis: lad 
Plato's book on the inemeriality of the foul.. 
A. drawn ſword on the table by bim. 


| muſt be ſo—Plato, thou reaſon'ſt well | 
Elſe whence this pleaſing hope, this fond deſire, * 
This longing after immortality ? | 4 
Or whence this ſecret dread, and inward horror, | 
Of lg into nought? Why ſhrinks the foul. 
Back on herſelf, and ſtartles at deſtruction? 3 
Tis the divinity that ſtirs within us; 0108 
Iis Heaven itſelf that points out an hereafter,, 

. E 3 Andi 


46 ] 
And intimates eternity to man. | 
Eternity] thou pleaſing dreadful thought! 
Io Through what variety of untry'd being, 
Through what new ſcenes and changes muſt we paſs ! 

It The wide, th* unbounded proſpect, lies before me; 
7 But ſhadows, clouds, and darkneſs, reſt upon it. 
I! Here will I hold. If there's a power above us, 
I! (And that there is, all Nature cries aloud 
Ii Thro' all her works) he muſt delight in virtue; 
And that which he delights in-muſt be happy. 

But when, or where—this world was made for Cæſar? 
I'm weary with conjectures this muſt end 'em. | 

7 8 [ Loying his hand on his ſaword.. 
Thus am I doubly arm'd ; my death and life, 

My bane and antidote, are both before me : 

This in a moment brings me to an end; 

But this informs me I ſhall never die. 

The foul, ſecur'd in her exiſtence, ſmiles 

At the drawn dagger, and defies its point. 

The ftars ſhall fade away, the ſun himſelf | 

Grow dim with age, and nature fink in years; 

But thou ſhalt flouriſh in immortal youth, 
VDDnburt amidſt the war of elements, 
BR The wreck of matter, and the cruſh of worlds. 
Wbat means this heavineſs that hangs upon me? 
Thbis lethargy that creeps through all my ſenſes ? 
Sz Nature oppreſs'd, and harraſs d out with care 
_ inks down to reſt, This once I'll favour her, 
= That my awaken'd ſoul may take her flight, 
Renew d in all her ftrength, ard freſh with life, 

An off” ring fit for Heaven. Let guilt or fear 

P:{urb man's reſt: Cato knows neither of em; a 
Eaiff rent in his choice, to ſleep or die. 540 
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ParoDY on the foregoing. 


(Om. it muſt be ſo Thou reaſon'f well; 

Elſe whence this pleaſing pain theſe tender doubts— 

This longing after ſomething unpoſleſs'd ? | 

Or whence theſe anxious thoughts, and dreary views 

Of diſtant woe ?—Why ſhrinks the — heart 

Back on itſelf, and trembles at enlargement: 

Tis the ſoft tenderneſs that ſtirs within us; 

*Tis love itſelf that points the paths to rapture, 

And intimates a paradiſe to lovers.— 

A paradiſe—a heaven !—Oh pleaſing thoughts ! 

Through what delicious ſcenes, ideal bliſs, 

Through what ſoft ſentiments the ſoul mult paſs! 

The wide, the pleaſing proſpect lies before us; 

But doubt and fears obſcure the diſtant view. 

Here will I hold—if there's a god of love, 

(And that there 1s, all nature plainly proves, 

In ſoft emotions)—he muſt delight in truth; 

And that which he delights in muſt be happy.— 

But when or where — This world was made for Florio— 

I'm weary of conjectures, this will end them— | 
[ Taking a love letter in one hand, and Ovid in the other.] 

Thus am I doubly arm'd ; my joy, my grief, | 

My pain, my pleaſure, now I hold before me 

This in a moment wou'd deſtroy my paſſion, 

But this informs me women may be conquer'd. 

The heart, ſecur'd in conſtaney, will ſmile 

At harſheſt threats, and boldly frowns defy : 

Courtiers ſhall grow fincere, mechanics honeſt, 

And ancient-maids a proffer'd ſpouſe refuſe; 

But thou, my foul, in conſtancy ſincere, 

Shall view, unmov'd, each variegated charm, 


And laugh to ſcorn attractions of the ſea. 


" 
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= I T muſt be ſo—great Hoyle, thou counſell'ſt well; 

BY Elſe whence this anxious hope, this thirſt of gain, 
164 This longing after Pharao, Whiſt, Quadrille ?— 

i But whence this ſecret dread, and inward horror 

18 Of ſtaking all 'm worth? Why ſhrinks my foul? 

Does Reaſon's ſecret impulſe ſtrive to ſhake 

My firm reſolve of going to a drum! 

No: — Tis laſt night's ill run at which I ſtart; 

Tis want of gold that dictates Stay at home, 

And vntimates 'twere better not to play. 

Maſt I not play? Oh, ſerious hated thought! 

From what variety of pleaſing hopes, 

From what gay ſcenes of joy, would'ſt thou exclude me, 
And tempt my ſteps to tread Diſcretion's paths? 
Ihe wit, the dreary proſpect lies before me, 

And none but prudent fools can reſt upon it. 

Here I will hold: If there is chance at play, 

(And that there is, Hoyle proves in every line, 

Through all his works) I yet may be ſucceſsful ; 
And if ſucceſsful, then I muſt be happy. ry 

But when, or where ?—Home has no charms for me.— 

I'm weary of conjeures.—Bring me my jewels, [To her 

Thus am I donbly arm'd; jewels and gold, LA. 
My purſe and caſket, now are both before me: 

his, in a moment, may perchance be loſt; 

But this inſures me credit for a week. | 

My heart elate, depending on good fortune, 

Smiles at /ans prendre, and defies Codille. 
The ſtars ſhall fade away, the tapers waſte, 

Morning appear, my huſband wake alone; | ” 
But I ſhall flouriſh heroine at play, v7 $1524 
VOnhurt by fears of war with France or Spain, 

EEcuſlia's defeat, or Brunſwick's overthrow. ' 
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Bede fo 
'ArTHER nnd SCRUB, finging, and hugging one another ; 
SCRUB with @ tankard in bis hand, GIrs EZY liſtening at 
a diſtance. | k 
SCRUB, 


Ta, all, dall ! Come, my dear boy—— let 
'us have that ſong once more. 

Arch. No, no, we ſhall diſturb the family——but will 
you be ſure to keep the ſecret ? 

Scrub. Pho! upon my honour, as I'm a gentleman. 

Arch. Tis enough You muſt know, then, that 
my maſter 1s the ; Viſcount Aimwell ; he fought a 
duel t'other day in London, wounded his man ſo dan 
rouſly that he thinks fit to withdraw till he hears wheel 
the gentleman's wounds be mortal or not : he never was 
in this part of England before, ſo he choſe to retire ta 
this place, that's all, 

Gip. And that's enough for me. ; FE 8 

Scrub, And where were you when your maſter fought? _ 
Arb. We never know of our maſters* quarrels. | 

Scrub. No! if our maſters in the country, here, receive 
a challenge, the firſt thing they do 1s to tell their wives; 
the wife tells the ſervants, the ſervants alarm the tenants, 
and in half an hour you ſhall have the whole country up 
in arms | 

Arch. To hinder two men from doing what they bave 
no mind for. But if you ſhould chance to talk, now, 
of this buſineſs 

Scrub. Talk! ah, Sir, had I not learn'd the knack of 
holding my tongue, I had never liv'd ſo long in a great 
family. | | 
Arch. Ay, ay, to be ſure, there are ſecrets in all fa- 
milies. 

Scrub. Secrets! O, lud! 
Come, fit down, we'll make an end of our tankard, : 
Here—— | 

Arch. With all my heart: who knows but you and 1 


but I'll ſay no more.. 4 


—_— 
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may come to be better acquainted, eh Here's your | 


ladies health: you have three, I think; and to be ſure 
there muſt be ſecrets among em. a 4 

Scrub. Secrets! Ah! friend, friend !——T wiſh 1 had 
a friend. | 


- 


Arch. Am I not your friend? Come, you and Iwill 


be ſworn brothers. 
Scrub. Shall we? 
* Arch. From this minute—— Give me a kiſs— And 


now, brother Scrub 
Scrub, And now, brother Martin, I will tel} you a ſe- 


ce.ret that will make your hair ſtand an end—— Yon muſt 


know, that I am conſumedly in love. 4 
Arb. That's a terrible ſecret, that's the truth on't. 
| Scrub. That jade, Gipſey, that was with us juſt now 
In the cellar, is the erranteſt whore that ever wore a pet- 
ticoat, and I'm dying for love of her. | 
Arch. Ha, ha, ha! Are you in love with her 
perſon, or her virtue, brother Scrub? 
 * Serab. I ſhould like virtue beſt, becauſe it is more du- 
rable than beauty; for virtue holds good with ſome wo- 


1.149 = men long and many day after they have loſt it. 


- © Arch. In the country, 1 grant ye, where no woman's. 


j | 2 virtue is loſt, till a rd be found. Bs 
Seb. Ay, cou'd I bring her to a baſtard, I ſhou'd 
= have her all to myſelf; but I dare not put it upon that 


== lay for fear of being ſent for a ſoldier—Pray, brother, 

dow do you gentlemen. in London like that ſame preſſing 
act? | ” - | 

= Arch. Very ill, brother Scrub.-"Tis the worſt that 


ever was made for us formerly I remember the good: 


days when we cou'd dun our maſters for our wages, and 
if they refuſed to pay us, we cou'd have a warrant to car- 
2 ry em before a juſtice ; but now, if we talk of eating, 


"they have a warrant for us, and carry us before three juſ- 


_ - tic. ; 
_ . And to be furs we g. if we. walk of eating; for | 


wil 


No this is my misfortune 


* 4 
1. 1 
the juſtices won't give their own ſervants a bad example, 

I dare not ſpeak in the 

houſe, while chat jade, Gipſey, dings about like a fury - 

Once I had the better end of the ſtaff, 

Arch. And how comes the change now ? 

Scrub. Why, the mother of all this miſchief is a prieft, 
_ Arch. Aprieſt! | 
Scrub. Ay, a damn'd fon of a whore of Babylon, that 

came over hither to ſay grace to the French officers, and 

eat up our —— not a day goes over his 
head without a dinner or ſupper in this houſe, | 
Arch. How came he ſo familiar in the family? 
Serub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Englith as if he had liv'd here 
all his life, and tells lies as if he had been a traveller from 
his cradle. | 
Arch, And this prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted the 
affections of your Gipſey. ITS 
Scrub. Converted; ay, and perverted, my dear friend 

For I'm afraid he has made her a whore and a papiſt 

But this is not all, there's the French count and Mrs. Sul- 

len, they're in confederacy, and for ſome private end of 

their own too, to be ſure. | 
Arch. A very hopeful family yours, brother Scrub: T 
_—_— the maiden lady has her lover too. | | 
c 


rub, Not that I know—She's the beſt on em, thats 
the truth on't : but they take care to prevent my curioſity, 
by giving me ſo much buſineſs, that I am a perfect ſlave: 
What * you think is my place in this family? 
Arch. Butler, I ſuppoſe. 
Scrub. Ah, Lord help you—T'll tell you—Of a Mons 
day I drive the coach, of a Tueſday I drive the plough, 
on Wedneſday I follow the hounds, a Thurſday I dun the 


tenants, on Friday I go to market, on Saturday I dra, 


warrants, and on Sunday draw beer. 
"Arch. Ha, ha, ha! if variety be a pleaſure in life, you | 


have enough on't, my dear brother. 
Vat Ba Sitatagem, 
— —— 
Sczos, 


* 
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SCRUB, 


Max, brother Martin. - 
Arch. O brother Scrub, I beg your pardon, I was not 
a going : Here's a guinea my maſter order'd you, 

Serub. A guinea, hi hi, hi, a guinea! eh—by this 
light it is a guinea; but I ſuppoſe you expect twenty 
ſhillings in change. | 
Arch. Not at all: I have another for Gipſey. 

Scrub. A guinea for her! Fire and faggot for the witch 
ir, give me that.guinea, and I'll diſcover a plot. 

Arch. A plot? 

Scrub. Ay, Sir, a plot, a horrid plot-—Firſt, it muſt 
be a plot, becauſe there's a woman in't: Secondly, it muſt 
be a plot, becauſe there's French gold in't: And fourthly, 
it muſt be a plot, becauſe I don't know what to make on't. 

Arch. Nor any body elſe, I'm afraid, brother Scrub. 
Scrub. Truly Tm afraid ſo too; for where there's a 

rieſt and a woman, there's always a myſtery and a riddle. 

his I know, that here has been the doctor with a tempt- 
ation in one hand, and an abſolution in the other; and 
Gipſey has ſold herſelf to the devil; I ſaw the price paid 
down, my eyes ſhall take their oath on't. | -| 
Arch. And is all this buſtle about Gipſey 
* ." Scrub. That's not all; I could hear but a word here? 
and there ; but I remember they mentioned a count, a 
cloſet, a back-door, and a key. 

Arch. The count! did you hear nothing of Mrs. Sullen ? 

Scrub. I did hear ſome word that ſounded that way: 
but whether it was Sullen or Dorinda, cou'd not diſtin- 

iſh. ' 
9 You have told this matter to nobody, brother? 

Scrub. Told! No, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm re- 
ſolv'd never to ſpeak one word, pro nor con, till we have 
| a peace. 2 
. 8 You're 1'th* right, brother Scrub. Here's a 
i} 1! TE Sno the conn and the lady. Fe preg 


| 


” 


* 
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and the chambermaid are plenipotentiaries.—It ſhall ge 
hard but I'll find a way to be included in the treaty, 
_— = cou = wi 1 a : 

Scrub. He and Gipſey are this moment devouring m 
lady's marmalade in Be cloſet, F 

Aim, | From without.) Martin, Martin! 0 

Arch. I come, Sir, I come. 2 

Scrub. But you forgot che other guinea, brother Martin. 

Arch. Here, I give it with all my heart. 

Scrub. And I take it with all my ſoul. [Exit Archer] 
-T'cod, I'll ſpoil your plotting, Mrs. Gipſey: and if you 
Mhov'd ſet the captain upon me, theſe two guineas will 
buy me off. | | 


Beaux Stratagems 


HuzzxT. 


| My lord, they fay five moons were ſeen ti night, 


Four fix'd, and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four in wond'rous motion. 
K. John, Five moons ? 
Hub, Old men and bedlams, in the ftreets, 
Do propheſy upon it dangerouſly : 
Young Arthur's death is common in their months, 
And when they talk of him, they ſhake their heads, 
And whiſper one another in the ear.. | 
And he that ſpeaks doth gripe the hearer's wriſt, 
Whilſt he that hears makes fearful action, | 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 
I ſaw a ſmith ſtand with his hammer, thus, RT” 
The whilſt his iĩton did on th' anvil cool, 3a 
With open mouth ſwallowing a taylor's new: 
Who with his ſhears, and meaſure in his hand, 
Standing on flippers, ms his nimble haſte 
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Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face; 


1 


Tal fally thruft upon contrary feet, 

Told of a 3 thouſand warlike French 

That were embattled and rank'd in Kent. 

Another lean, unwaſh'd artificer, 

Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. - 
X. Jobn. Why ſcek'ſt thou to poſſeſs me with theſe fears? 

Why urgeſt thou ſo oft young Arthur's death? 

Thy hand hath murder'd him: I had a cauſe 

To wiſh him dead, but thou had'ſt none to kill him. 


Hub. Had none, my lord? why, did not you provoke me? 


K. John. It is the curſe of kings to be attended 


- 4 ſlaves that take their humours for a warrant, 
8 5 


break into the bloody houſe of life; 
And on the winking of authority, 
Te underſtand a law, to know the meaning 
of f dang'rous majeſty, when perchance it frowns 
More upon humour, then advis'd reſpect. 
Hub. Here is your hand and ſeal for what I did. 
X. Jobr. Oh; when the laſt account *twixt heay'n and 


© Ts to be made, then ſhall this hand and feal leertb, 


Witneſs againſt us to damnation. --- - 
How oft the fight of means to do ill "EY 


Make deeds ill done for dad thou not been by, 


A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, 


5 n of ſhame, 
T 


is murder had not come into my mind. 
But taking note of thy abhor'd aſpect, 
Finding thee fit for m—— villany, 
Apt, liable to be employ r. 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death; 
And thou, to be endeared to a king, 


1 5 2 


1 4 = 
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K. Jahn. Had't thou but ſhook thy head, or made a 
When I ſpake darkly what I purpoſed ; 


z 


\ 3 


ve "I tell my tale in expreſs words; 


o 
E 


Deep ſhame had ſtruck me dumb, and made me break off, 
And thoſe thy fears might have wrought fears in me, 
And thou didſt underſtand me by my ſigns, 
And didſt in ſigns again parley with ſin; 
Yea, without ſtop didit let thy heart conſent. 15 
And conſequently thy rude hand to act ? 
The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name. 
Out of my fight, and never ſee me more! 
My nobles leave me, and my ftate is brav'd, 
Elen at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers; 
Nay, in the body of this fleſhly land, | 
This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 
Hoſtility, and civil tumult reign, _ 
Between my conſcience, and my couſin's death. 

Hub. Arm you againſt your other enemies,. 
I'Il make a peace between your ſoul and you. 
Young Arthur is alive: this hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden, and an innocent hand, 
Not painted with the crimſon ſpots of blood.. 
Within this boſom never center d yet 
The dreadful motion of a murderer's thought 
And you have ſlander'd nature in my form, 
Which howſoever-rude exterierly, 
Is yet the cover of a fairer mind | 3 
Than to be a butcher of a puiltleſs child. | 

X. John. Doth Arthur ſive? O haſte thee to tlie peers, 


Throw this report on their incenſed rage, 5 
And make them tame to their obedience... 
Forgive the comment that my paſſion made 
Upon thy. features, for my rage was blind, 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood: 
Prefented thee more hideous than thou art. 
Oh, anſwer not, but to my cloſet bring 
The angry lords, with all expedient hafte;; - - 
conjure thee but ſlowly ; run more. faſt. 

. ; 5 King John. 
E 2. Rcn- 
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And wy firſt Rep ſhall be on Henry's head. | 
„ 5 Richard the T bird. 


L 56 ] 
RichARADd. 


N OW are our brows bound with victorious wreaths, 


— ſtern alarms are chang'd to merry meetings; 
Our dreadful marches to delightful meaſures : 


Grim'd-viſag'd War has ſmooth'd his wrinkl'd front, 
And now, inſtead of mounting barbed ſteeds, 

To fright the ſouls of fearful adverſaries, 

He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 

To the laſcivious pleaſing of a Inte : 

But I, that am not ſhap'd for ſportive tricks, 

I that am curtail'd of man's fair proportion, 
Deform'd, unfiniſh'd, ſent before my time 

Into this breathing world, ſcarce half made up, 


And that ſo lamely and unfaſhionable, 


That dogs bark at me as I halt by em. 
Why 1, in this weak, piping time of peace, 


6 Have no delight to paſs away my hours, 


Unleſs to fee my ſhadow in the ſun, 

And deſcant on my own deformity: 

Then fince this earth affords no joy to me, 

But to command, to check, — to o'erbear ſach. 


As are of happier perſon than myſelf ; 


Why then to me this reſtleſs world's but hell. 
Till this miſ-ſhapen trunk's aſpiring head 
Be circled with a glorious diadem—— 

But then tis fix d on ſuch a height ; ch, I 
Muſt ſtretch the atmoſt reaching of my ſoul. 


Til elimb betimes without remorſe. or dread, 


Cal) 


King Henry ſleepinig. 

Enter Liz: TENANT:;- 

Lieu. Aſleep ſo ſoon! but ſorrow minds no ſeaſons, . 
The 2 noon, and night with her's the ſame; 
She's fond of any hour that yields repoſe. 

Aen. Who's there? Lieutenant! is it you? come bithert 
Lieu. Vou ſhake, my lord, and look affrighted. 


Hen, Ch! I have bad the fearful t dream! ſuch ſights, 


That as I live, 
I wou'd not paſs another hour ſo dreadful,. 
Tho? 'twere to buy a world of happy days. | 
Reach me a book VI try it ing © can 
Divert theſe melancholy thoughts 
Enter Richard. 
Rich. Good day, my lord; what, at ey book ſo hard? 
I diſturb you. | 
Hen. You do indeed. 
Rich. Go, friend, leave us to ourſelves ; we maſt confers. 
Hen. What bloody ſeene has Roſcius now to act? 
[Prit E. 
Rich. Suſpicion always haunts the guilty mind ; 
The thief doth fear each buſh an officer. 
Hen, Where thieves without controulment rob and kill, 
The traveller doth. tear each buſk a thief : 
The poor bird that has been already lim'd, 
With tcembling wings miſdoubts of every buſh; + 
And I, the hapleſs male of one ſweet bird, 
Have now the fatal object in my eye, 
By whom my young one bled, was caught and Kira. 
Rich. Why what a peeviſh fool was hat of Crete, 
That taught his ſon the office of a fowl, | 
And yet for all his wings the fool was drown'ds © © 
Thou ſhould'ſt have taught thy boy his prayers alone, 
And then he had not broke his neck with climbing. 


Hen, Ah! kill me with thy weapon, not with words! 


My breaſt can better brook thy dagger's point, 
'Than can my-ears that Tome? Rory ;. 
21 wherefore doit thou P is t for my life! 


— 


Rich, 


> 
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Rich. Think'ſt thou I am an executioner ? 
Hen. If murdering innocents be executing, 


Then thou art the worſt of executioners. 
=. Rich, Thy ſon I kill'd for his preſumption; 
Hen, | thou been k ill d when firſt thou didſt preſume, 


Thou hadſt not liv'd to kill a ſon of mine; 


And if the reſt be true which I have heard, 


But thou wert born to maſſacre mankind. 
How many old men's fighs, and widows' MOans 4 | 


How many orphans water- ſtanding eyes, 

Men for their ſons, wives for their huſbands fate, 
And children for their parents timeleſs death, 

Will rue the hour that ever thou wert born ? 

The owl ſhriek d at thy birth, an evil fign ;- 

"The night-crow cry'd, forboding luckleſs time; 
Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempeſt ſhook down trees, 
The raven rook'd her on the chimney's top, 
And chattering pies in diſmal diſcords ſang ; 

Thy mother 2 more than a mother's pain, 


Vet brought forth leſs than a mother's hope. 


Teeth hadſt thou in thy head, when thou wert born, 
Which plainly ſhew'd, thou cam'ſt to bite mankind ; 


[ 


Thou cam'ſt—— 
Rich. I'll hear no more—die prophet in thy ſpeech, 
For this among the reſt was I ordain'd. [ Stabs Bim. 


Hen. Oh! and much more flaughter after this; 


| f Juſt Heaven forgive my fins, and pardon thee. D Dies. 


Rich. What! will the aſpiring blood of Lancaſter 


-  Sink'in the ground, I thought it won'd have mounted. 


See how my ſword weeps for the poor king's death. 
O, may ſuch purple tears be always ſhed . 


By thoſe that wiſh the downfall of our houſe. | 


any ſpark of life be yet remaining, 5 
Down, down to hell, and I ſay, I ſent thee thither. 


I that have neither pity, love, nor fear; 


For I have often heard my mother fay, 


Indeed tis true, what Henry told me of; | 
I came 


[ 39 J - 
T came into the world with my legs forward ; 
The midwife wonder'd, and the women cry'd, 
Good Heaven bleſs us, he is born with teeth ! 
And ſo I was, which plaialy fignified 
That I ſhould ſnarl and bite, and play the dog. 
Then fince the Heavens have ſhap'd my body ſo, 
Let hell make crook'd my mind to it; 
I have no brother, am like no brother; 
And this word love, which grey-beards call divine, 
Be reſident in men, like one another ; 
And not in mel am—myſelf alone. | 
Clarence, beware, thou keep'ſt me from the light; 
But if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Thou'ſt not another day to live; which done, 
Heav'n take the weak king Edward to his mercy, 
And leave the world for me to buſtle in. 
But ſoft—T'm ſharing ſpoil before the field is won; © + 


Clarence ftrll breathes, Edward till lives and reigns, 
When they are gone, then I maſt count my gains. | 
| Richard the Third. 


_— ———————————— 


Enter Richard from bit Tent. 
Rich. "Tis now the dead of night, and half the world 
Is with a lonely ſolemn darkneſs \ 

Yet I (fo coy a dame is fleep to me) 
With all the weary courtſhip of | | 
My care-tir'd thoughts, can't win her to my bed; _ 
'Tho' ev'n the ſtars do wink, as twere with over - watching. 
Ill forth, and walk a while — the air's refreſhing, 3 
And the ripe harveſt of the new-mdwn hay, yr 
22 it 4 weet and wholeſome odour: i 

ow awful is this gloom — and hark, from camp to camp 
The hum of — aun ſtilly ſounds; 1 5 
bat the fix d centinels almoſt receive 


The | 


* 


* 
* FRA 
The ſecret whihen'g of each other's watch ; 

Steed threatens ſteed in high and boaſtful neighings, 
Piercing the night s dull Turk from the tents, . 
The armourers'accompliſhing the knights, n 
With clink of hammers cloſing rivets up, | 
Give dreadful note of preparation; ww ſome 
Like facrifices, by their fires of watch, 
With patience kit, and inly ruminate - 

The morning's dan erb yon Heav'n, my 1 
Impatience chice this tardy-gated night, 


Who, like a foul and ugly witch, does — 
So ted ouſly away I'll to my conch, | 


And once more try to ſleep her into morning. 


[ Lies down; 4 "rod is Beard. 
Ha! what means this diſmal voice? Sure tis 
The echo of ſome yawning grave, 
That teems with an untimely ghoſt tis gone 
*Twas but my fancy, or perhaps the wind, 
Forcing his entrance thro' ſome hollow eavern. 
No matter what fee} my eyes grow heavy. [ Sleeps. .. 
| * [After a ſmall [pace * time, 7 — aud flarts. 

om-his couch. 

Give me a horſe—bind-up my RAPS ; 
Have mercy, Heaven! ha! ſoft! twas but a dream 
But then ſo terrible, it ſhakes my ſoul : i 
Cold drops of Tweat' hang on my trembling fleſh; 
My blood grows chilly, and I freeze with horror, 
© tyrant conſcience! how doſt thou afflict me? 


* 


When I look back tis tertible retreating : 


I cannot bear the thought, nor dare repent: 
I am but man; and fate, fothou hurt me. 


Who 6 there l 
1 Cateſby. : 
Cat. is I, my lord; the early rillage-cok 
Has thrice done ſaturation to the morn; — 
Four friends are up, and buckle on their armour. 
oi 0 * 1 . bad fuch horrid —_— 
| Note fahnen Cat, 


"EY 
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Cat. Shadows, my lord——below the ſoldier's heeding® 

Rich. Now, by this day's hopes—ſhadows to-night, * 
Have ſtruck more terror to the ſoul of Richard 
Than can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand foldiers 
Arm'd all in proof, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 

Cat. Be more yourſelf, my lord: Conſider, fir, 

Were it but known a dream had frighted you, 
How would your animated foe preſume on't ? 

Rich. Periſh that thought no, never be it ſaid 
That fate itſelf cou'd awe the ſoul of Richard. 

Hence babbling dreams, you threaten here in vain 
Conſcience, avaunt! Richard's himſelf again: 

Hark ! the ſhrill trumpet ſounds to horſe, away, 

My ſoul's in arms, and eager for the fray. [ Exennts. 
; Emer Cateſby, and Norfolk in diſorder. . 

Cat. Reſcue! reſcue! My lord of Norfolk, haſte, 

The king enacts more wonders than a man, 

Daring an oppoſite to every danger: 

His horſe is lain, and all on foot he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death I 

Nay, haſte, my lord—the day's againſt us. Eri, 
| Enter Richard and Ratcliffe . | 

_ Rich. A horſe! a horſe! my kingdom for a horſe, 

Rar. This way, this way, my lord—below yon thicket. 
Stands a ſwift horſe—away, ruin purſues us; 
Withdraw, my lord, for only flight can fave yon. 

Rich, Slave! I have ſet my lite upon a caſt, 

And I will ſtand the hazard of the die; 

I think there be fix Richmonds in the field, == 
Five have I ſlain to-day inſtead of him.— ; 
A horſe! a horſe! my kingdom for a horſe, [l © 
| Re-enter Richard, and Richmond meeting. 

Rich. Of one, or both of us the time is come. | 

Richm. Kind Heav'n, I thank thee, for my cauſe is thine 3 
If Richard's fit to live, let Richmond fall. 5 

Rich, Thy gallant-bearing, Harry, I could plaud, 

But that the ſpotted rebel ſtains the ſoldier. | 


19 1 
Richm, Nor ſhou'd thy proweſs, Richard, want my praiſes. 
But that thy cruel deeds have ſtampt thee tyrane, 
So thrive my ſword, as Heav'n's high vengeance draws it. 
Rich. My ſoul and body on the action both. $34 
Richm. A dreadful lay——here's to decide it. 
e, Reber fall. 
Rich. Perdition catch thy arm the chance 1s thine. 
But oh! the vaſt rend wn thou haſt acquire 
In conquering Richard, does afflĩct him more 


han ev'n his body's parting with its ſoul. 


Now let the world no longer be a ſtage 
To feed contention in a lingering act; 
But let one ſpirit of the firſt- born Cain 
Reign in all bofoms ; that each heart being ſet 
On loody actions, the rude ſcene may end, 90 
And darknefs be the burier of the dead.  T'Dies.. 
| Richm. Farewel, Richard, and from thy dreadful end 
May future kings from tyranny be warn d: 
Had thy aſpiring ſoul but ſtirr' in virtue, 
With half the ſpirit it has dar'd in evil, 6; 
How might thy fame have grac'd our Engliſh annals 7. 
= But as thou art, how fair a page'thou'ſt|/blotted— 
Hark! the glad trampets ſpeak the field our own, 
Fe pm © -:1- 7 6 Rafiar the Third. 


eee 9 ab 
* 


Voux Carr. 


; Pryr HEE, go about thy buſineſs—— Vaniſh, dear 
IL ae F gls 
Devil. Maſter bid mè not come without the proof; be 
ſays as how there ate two other anſwers ready for the preſs, 
and if your's don't come out a Saturday. twon't pay for the 
paper; but you are always ſo lazy: I have more plague 
with you — There's Mr. Guzzle, the tranſlator, - never. 
. NOS. $6115) $458 © he keeps. 
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keeps me à minute—unleſs the poor gentleman happens to 
be fuddled. | R * 


Cape. Why, you little ſooty. ſaiv'ling, diabolical pup- 
py, is Ty not fy 
your abſurd maſter, but I muſt 

rtinence? - 

Devil. Impertinence — come up, I keep 
as good company as your worſhip every day in the — 
There's Maſter Clench, in Little Britain, does not 


Peter d with your im- 


think it beneath him to take part of a pot of porter with 
me, tho he has wrote two volumes of lives in quarto, and 


Has a folio. coming out in numhers, 
Cape. Hark e, firrah, if you don't quit the room this 


inſtant, I'll ſhew you a ſhorter way into the ſtreet than the 
ſtairs. | 


. Devil. L ſhall fave you the . me the 
leren. book that you took the ſtory from, for the laſt 
ou 
Cape. Take i. ' [Throws it at Him. 
- Dov What, d'ye think it belongs to the circulating 
1 or that i it 1s one of your own A that 
YOu — ON L 

Cape. You ſhall. have a larger—{Exit Devil. *Sdeath ! 
a pretty ſituation I am in! And are. theſe the fruits I am 
to reap from a long, laborious, and . | 

Re-enter Devil. 

* Devil. I had like to have forgot; here's your week's 
pay for the newſpaper, five and fivepence; which, with 
the two and a penny maſter paſs'd his word for to Mrs, 
Suds your waſherwoman, makes the three half-crownsg 

Cape. Lay it on the table. 1 
Devil, Here's a man on the airs wants you y the 


ſheepiſhnels of his looks, and the ſhabbineſs of his refs, 


- he's either a pick-packet. or poct——Here, walk in, Mr. 
Whst-d ye- call um, * ntleman's.at home, * 


be — laughs, and exita 
Euer 


ficient to be 1 f with the ſtupidity of 


2 2 
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Enter Poet. 
Port. Your name, I preſume, is Cape. 
Cape. You have hit it, fir. - 
"Peet. Sir, I beg pardon; you are a gentleman that 
writes ? 7 
Cape. Sometimes, 
| Poet. Why, fir, my caſe, in a word, is this: I, like 
vou, have long been a retainer of the muſes, as you may 
ſee by their livery. 
Cape. They have not diſcarded you, I hope? * 
Poet. No, fir, but their upper ſervants, the bookſellers, 
have, I . a collection of jeſts upon my own ac- 
count, and they have ever ſince refus d to employ me; you, 
Sir, I hear are in their > Now I have brought you, 
Sir, three imitations of Juvenal in proſe: Tully's oration 
for Milo, in blank verſe ; two eſſays on the Britiſh herring- 
fiſhery, with a large collection of rebuſſes; which if you 
will _— of to them, in your own name, we'll divide 
the profits. wa | 
- Cape. I am really, Sir, ſorry for your diſtreſs; but I have 
à larger cargo of my own manufacturing than they chuſe 
to engage in. | DER | 
\ Poet. That's pity; you have nothing in the compiling, 
or index way, that you wou'd intruſt to the care of an- 
other? f N | | 
Cape. Nothing. 
Poet. I'll do it at half price: 1 
© Cape, I'm concern'd it is not in my power at preſent to 
- be uſeful to you; but if this trifle —— | 
Poet. Sir, your ſervant. Shall I leave you any of my 


- 


Cape. By no means. — 
| Pot. An eſſay, or ode? 
Case, Not a line. | 
Poet. Your very obedient —— [Ein Poet. 


Cape. Poor fellow! and how far am I removed from 
His condition ? Virgil had his Pollio; Horace, his Me- 
- cznas; Martial, his Pliny, My protectors are Title-page, 
de publiſher ; Vamp, the bookſeller ; and Index, 

. : A printers 


| 
| 


printer. A moſt noble triumvirate ; and the raſcals are 


as proſcriptive and arbitrary as the famous Roman one, 


into the 
Enter Spri kth. 
Sori. What! in ſoliloquy, Ge 
the prenigaaries I ſuppoſe, in your new piece ? 


ape. My diſpoſition has, at preſent, very little of the 


* comica. 
ri. What's the matter ? 
G. Survey that maſs of wealth upon the table; all 
* own, and earn'd in little more than a weck. 
2. 1 Why, tis an inexhauſtible mine! 

y, and delivered to me, too, with all the ſoft 
civility - Billingſgare, by a printer's prime —_— 
call'd a Devil. 

Sori. I met the imp upon the ſtairs, But I thought 


| theſe midwives to the mules were the idolizers of you, their 


favourite ſons, 
Cate, Our tyrants! Tom, Had I indeed a poſthumous 
iece of infidelity, or an amorous novel, decorated with 
laſcious copperplates, the flayes would be civil enough. 
Why dc don't 56. publiſh your own works ? 
Cos What! an 5 my room with em! no, no, 
that will never do; 


dus at preſent. 
Sri. Then why don't you divert your attention to ſome 
other object? biel 
2 That ſu was employing my thoughts. 
Sori. How have yoy reſolved ? 
Cape. I have, Ithink, at preſent, two firings to my 


bow; if my 2 it buys me a-commiſſion z 


if my miſtreſs, my Laura, proves kind, I am ſertled for 


life; but if both my cords ſnap—adieu to the quill, and 


welcome me muſket. 8 
Spri, Herbical termined! — propos how 
* your honorable paſſion ? 


G ; Cape; 


orge—reciting ſome of 


re are ſecrets in all trades; ours is 
one great myſtery, but the explanation wou'd be too tedĩ- 


| 
« 
j 
' 
| 
' 
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- Cape, But flowly.——T believe Thave a friend in her 
heart, but a moſt potent enemy in her head : you know 
Im poor, and ſhe is prudent, With regard to her fortune 
too, 1 believe her brother's conſent eſſentially neceſſary 
But you promiſed to make me acquainted with him ? 
$pr4, I expect him hereevery inſtant. He may, George, 
be uſeful to you in more than one capacity; if your co- 
medy is not crouded, he is a character, I can tell you, 
that will make no contemptible figure in it. 
Cape, His ſiſter gave me a ſketch of him laſt ſummer, 
. $pri, A ſketch can never convey him. His peculiarities 


require infinite labour and high finiſhing, 


Cape. Give me the outlines, 
Sori. He is a compound of contrarieties ; pride and 


meanneſs, foly and archneſs; at the ſame time that he 
= wou'd take the wall of a prince of the blood, he woud 


not ſcruple eating a fry'd ſauſage at the Mew's-gate. 
There is a minuteneſs, now and then, in his deſcriptions, 
and ſome whimſical, unaccountable turns in his conver- 


lation, that are entertaining enough: but theextravagance 


and oddity of his manner, and the boaſt of his birth, com- 
pleat his character. ta 22% | | 
Cage. But how will a perſon of his pride and pedigree 


E. "reliſh the humility of this apartment? | 


Sori. Oh, he is prepgr'd—— You ary, George, tho®. 


__ -prodigiouſly learn'd ang ingenious, an abſt being, 


odd and whimſical ; the o with all you ge geniuſes : 


Vvou love the fnug, the chimay 3 and retire 
to this obſcure nook merely ro,zroid the” importunity of 


tze great. 


Cape. Your fervant——But what attraction can a cha- 


- ater of this kind have for Mr. Cadwallader? 


Fon, Infinite! next to a peer, he honours a ; and. 


- _modeſty imputes his not making a figure in the learned 

world, himſelf, to the neglect of his education——-buſh ! 

- he's on the ſtairs on with your cap, and open your 
book, Remember great dignity and ablence, | 


4 

Enter Vane. | 

Case. Oh, no; tis Mr. Vamp !—Your commands, 
good fir ? | | | 

Vamp. I have a word, Maſter Cape, for your private ear. 
Cape. You may communicate; this gentleman-is a friend. 
Vamp. An author? 
Cape. Voluminous. 


Vamp. In what way? 
Cape. Univerſal, 


Vamp. Bleſs mel he's very young, and exceedingly , 


well rigg'd; what, a good ſubſcription, I reckon ? 

Cape. Not a month from Leyden; an admirable theo» 
logiſt! he ſtudy'd it in Germany. If you ſhould want 
fuch a thing now, as ten or dozen manuſcript ſermons, by 
a deceas'd clergyman, I believe he can ſupply you. 

Vamp. No. p | | 

Cape. Warranted originals, 


Pamp. No, no; Tdon't deal in the ſermon way now 


- 
o 


1 loſt money by the laſt I printed, for all twas wrote hy 


a methodiſt ; but I believe, fir, if they ben't long, and 

have a good deal of Latin in em, I can get you a chap. 
es For what, fir ? | 

Vamp. The manuſcript ſermons you have wrote, and 
want to diſpoſe of, . 54 

'  $ri. Sermons that I have wrote! wh 


- 


Vamp. Ay, ay; Maſter Cape has been telling We 5 


Spri. He has! I am mightily oblig'd to him. 
Vamp. Nay, nay, don't be afraid; III keep counſel; 
eld Vamp had not kept a ſhop ſo long at the Turnſtile, 


if he did not know how to be ſecret; why, in the year 


fifteen, when I was in the treaſonable way, I never 
ſqueak'd ; I never gave up but one author in my life, and 
ha me dying of a conſumption, ſo it never came to a 
trial. N 
S$pri, Indeed! IE, = 
Vamp. Never look here ¶ Shews the fe of his beau. 
eroꝑt eloſe bare as a board !-——and for nothing in 


G2 me 17 


＋ 
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| 
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e world but an innocent book of bawdry, as I hope for 
merey. Oh! the laws are very hard, very ſevere upon us. 
Spri. You have given me, fir, ſo poſitive a proof of 
your ſecrecy, that you may rely upon my communication. 
— ou will be ſafe But gadſo! we muſt mind 
buſineſs, tho Here, Maſter Cape, you muſt provide me 
wich three taking titles for theſe pamphlets; and if you 
can think of a pat Latin motto for the latgeſt * 
Cape. They ſhall be done. oh 
Vamp. Do ſo, do ſo. Books are like women, Mafter 
© Cape; to ſtrike, they muſt be well drefs'd ; fine feathers 
wake fine birds: a good paper, an elegant type, a hand- 
ſome motto, and a catching title, has drove many a dull 
E treatiſe thro* three editions Did you know Harry 
1 Handy:? ere eV Elli; 17 N * We 5 ad 
Sori. Not that I recollect. 
Vamp. He was a pretty fellow ; he had his Latin ad 
anguem, as they ſay : he would have turn d you a fable 


/ Ae yo 
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| FC '» 1 ; nor vat + % - be * (be Pete rien 4 
of Dryden's, or an 0 . : 
| Silo, Except Peter Haſty, the  voyage-WIiter, he 
was a great loſs do the trade as ny within my Memory 
"Cape. What carry'd him off ot 
Fan. A healer; hang'd for clipping and coining, 
Maſter Cape. I thought there was ſomething the matter 
= by his not coming to cus ſhop for a month, or tre; be 
was a pretty fellow. | 2 
Xx Srl Woke you a great loſer by his death? 
Fans. Lcan't ſay——as he had taken to another courſe 
of living, his execution made a noiſe; it fold me ſe ven 
hundred of. his tranflations, befides his laſt dying ſpeech 
and confeſſion; Lgot it; he was 1 of his friends in 
is Jak moments; he was a pretty fellow. | 
2 * You have no further commands, Mf. Vamp? 
Vamp. Not at preſent; about the ſpring I Il deal with 
you, if we can agree for a couple of volumes in octavo, 


a ran 


— 


* 
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Vamp. T'll leave that to him; Maſter Cape knows what 
will do, tho? novels are a pretty light ſummer reading, 
and do very well at Tunbridge, Briſtol, and other water 
ing places: no bad commodity for the Weſt-India trade, 


neither. Let em be novels, Maſter Cape. 
Cape. You ſhall be certainly ſupply d. 


Vamp. I doubt not. Pray, how does Index go on wii 


your Journal? | 
Cape. He does not complain. 


Vamp. Ab, I knew the time but you have o ver- 


ſtock'd the market. I e and I had once lik d to 
have engaged in a paper. We had got a young Cantab 
for the eſſays; a pretty hiſtorian from Aberdeen; and an 
attorney's clerk for the true intelligence; but I don't 
know how, it drop'd for want of a politician. | 
Cape. If in that capacity I can be of any 
Vamp. No, thank you, Maſter Cape; in half a year's 
time, I have a grandſon of my own that will come in; 
he's now in training as a waiter at the Cocoa- tree Coffee- 
houſe ;. I intend giving him the run of Jonathan's for three 
months, to underſtand trade and the funds; and then Flt 
ſtart him No, no, you have enough on your hands; 
ſtick to your buſineſs; and, d've hear! 


ware clipping. 
and coining ;, remember Harry Handy ; he was a pretty 


fellow !. 
Authors 


——K—üU?:i 2 — 
Orooxoko, 


You ſay you are 


A friend to my misfortunes : that's a name 


Will teach you what you owe yourſelf and me. 
Blandford, I'll ſtudy to deſerve to be your friend,” 
When once bur noble governor arrives, 
With him you will not need my intereſt; 
* . 3 
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Dearer than liberty, my country, friends, 


181 
He is too $ not to feel your v 
But be aſſur d I will employ my power, 
And find the means to ſend you work again. 
CO : thank = fir ys ey wretched friends! 
ir chains are heavy: t h found ¶ Sight 
So kind a maſter. May I afk you, 75 Loba. 
What is become of them? Perhaps I ſhould not. 
You will forgive a ſtranger. Thi + 
Blau. I'll enquire, 5 
And ufe my beft endeavours, where they are, 
To have them gently us'd. | 
Oro. Once more I thank you. 
You offer every cordial that can keep 
My alive, to wait a better day. * 
What friendly care can do, you have apply'd: 
But, oh! I have a grief admits no cure, 
Blau. You do not know, fir — 
Or. Can you raiſe the dead? wx, 
Purſue and overtake the wings of time, 
And bring about again the hours, the days, 
The years that made me happy ? 
 Blan. That is not to be done, 
Oro. No, there is nothing to be done for me. 
{ Kneeling, and kiſſing the earth, 


Thou god ador'd! thou ever-glorious ſun! 


If the be yet on earth, ſend me a beam 

Of thy all- ſeeing pow'r to light me to her; 
Or, if thy ſiſter goddeſs has preferr'd 

Her beauty to the fkies, to be a ftar, 


Oh, tell me where ſhe ſhines, that I may ſtand 


Whole nights, and gaze upon her! 

Blau. I am rude, and interrupt you. 
Om. I am troubleſome: | 
But, pray, give me your pardon. My ſwoln heart 
Burſts out its paſſage, and I muſt complain, 
(Oh, can you think of nothing dearer to me? 


Muck 


9 - 
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Much dearer than my life?) that I have Toft 
The tender'ſt, beſt beloy'd, and loving wife? 

Blan. Alas: I pity you. 

Oro. Do pity me: | 
Pity's akin to love; and every thought 
Of that ſoft kind is welcome to my ſoul. 

I would be pity'd here. 

Blau. I dare not alk NTP 
More than you pleaſe to tell me : but if yow 
Think it convenient to let me know 
Your ſtory, I dare promiſe you to bear 
A part in your diſtreſs, if not aſſiſt you, 
Oro. Thou honeſt-hearted man! I wanted ſuch, 
Juſt ſuch a friend as thou art, that would fit 
Still as the night, and let me talk whole days 
Of my Imoinda. Oh, I'II tell thee all, 
From firſt to laſt! and, pray, obſerve me well. 

Blau. Iwill, moſt heedfully. 

Oro, There was a ſtranger in my father's court, 
Valu'd and honour'd much. He was a white, 
The firſt I ever {aw of your complexion. 

He chang'd his god for our's, and ſo grew great; 
Of many virtues, and ſo fam'd in arms, 
He ftill commanded all my father's wars. 
er bred under * | N fatal day, a 

e armies joining, he before me d., 
Receiving in þ has * a poiſon'd — 

Levell'd at me. He dy'd within my arms. 
Pre tic'd you already. 
Blan. Pray go on. | s 

Oro, He left an only daughter, whom he brought. ,' 
An infant to Angola. When I came 
Back to the court, a happy conqueror, * 
Humanity oblig'd me to condole . 
With this ſad virgin, for a father's loſs; 
Loſt for my ſafety. I preſented her 
With all the ſlaves of battle, to atone - 


Her 
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Her father's ghoſt. But, when I ſaw her face, 
And heard her ſpeak, I offer'd up myſelf I 
To be the ſacrifice. She bow'd and bluſh'd, 

T wonder'd and ador'd. The ſacred pow'r 
That had ſubdu'd me, then inſpir'd my tongue, 
Inclin'd her heart, and all our talk was love. 

Blan. Then you were happy. 

Oro. Oh, I was too happy! | 
I marry'd her; and, though my eountry's cuſtoms 
Indulg'd the privilege of many wives, | 

E ſwore myſelf never to know but her: | 
She grew with child, and I grew happier till. 
Her fatal beauty reach'd my father's ears ; 

He ſent for her to court, where, curſed court ! 
No woman comes but for his amorous uſe. 

He raging to poſſeſs her, ſhe was forc'd | 
To own herſelf my wife, The furious king 
Started at inceſt ; but grown deſperate, 

Not dafing to enjoy 6, 96 he defir'd, 

In mad revenge (which I could never learn) 

He poiſon'd her, or ſeat her far, far off, 

Far from my, hopes ever to ſee her more! 

Blan. Moſt barbarous of fathers ! The ſad tale 
Has ftcuck me dumb with wonder. EYE 

Oro, I have done. 

I'll trouble you no farther. Now and then 
A ſigh will have its way; that ſhall be all. 
| Enter Stanmore. 

Stan. Blandford, the Lieatenant-governor is gone to 
your plantation. He deſires you would bring the royal 
flave with you. The ſight of his fair miſtreis he ſays, 
is an entertainment for a prince. He would have his opi- 
nion of her. | Pd oh 

Oro. Is he a lover? | 

Blan. So he ſays himſelf: he flatters a beautiful ſlave 
that I have, and calls her miſtreſs. _. I 33% 

Oro. Muſt he then flatter her to call her miſtreſs? 


I pity the proud man, who thinks himſelf 


Aboye 


* 
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Above being in love, What, tho“ the be a Nlave, 
She may deſerve him. . 
Blan, You ſhall judge of that when you ſee her, firs 
Oro, I go with you. | 4 
| * Orconoles. 


— 


Nu. ane 


Anzoan, 
Hz ſpeak you very fair. 
Oro. He means me fair. 

Abo. If he ſhould not, my lord? 
Oro. If he ſhould not! 
* 8 : 2 : but, if I did, 

at ſha t by doubting ? 
Abo. You Reuss iy 12 
e 


2 


nere s uus AUVANTAYL ... _-., ag AUD 3 

When you put off the hopes of other men, 

You will rely upon your godlike ſelf; 

And then you may be ſure of liberty. 

Oro. Be ſure of liberty] what doſt thou mean 3 

Adviſing to rely upon myſelf? 

I think | may be ſure ont: we muſt wait; 

"115 worrn 2 tttre Partenece | Turning 70 
Abo. Oh, my lord! 228 
Oro, What doſt thou drive at? 

Abo. Sir, another time ; 

You would have found it ſooner: but I fee |, 

Love has your heart, and takes up all your thoughts, 
Om. And canſt thou blame me? 

Abo. Sir, I muſt not blame you. 

But, as our fortune ſtands, there is a paſſion 

(Your pardon, royal miſtreſs, I muſt ſpeak) 

That would become you better than your love t 

A brave reſentment; which, inſpir'd by you, - 


* 


In Ty 


Might kindle and diffuſe a gen'rous rage 

Among the ſlaves, to rouſe and ſhake our chains, 

And ſtruggle to be free. 
Om. How can we help ourſelves ? 

Abo. I knew you when you would have found a way. 

How help ourfelves! the very Indians teach us: 

We need but to attempt our liberty, 

And we carry it. We have hands ſufficient, 

Double the number of our maſters force, 
Ready to be employ d. We want but you, 
To head our enterprize, and bid us ſtrike. 

Oro. What would you do? 

Abo. Cut our oppreflors' throats. | | 
Oro, And you would have me join in your defign of 
Abo. It deſerves a better name : murder! 

But, be it what it will, tis juſtify'd | 

By ſelf-defence, and natural liberty. 

Oro, Fl hear no more ont. 
Abo. I am forry fort. 
1 Oro. Nor ſhall you think of it! 
| Abo. Not think of itt 1 
Om. No, I command you not. EY 
Abo. Remember, fir, 
- Your are a ſlave yourſelf, and to command 
Is now another's right. Not think of it! 

Since the firſt moment they put on my chains, 

Toe rhonghit on nothing but the weight of em, 

And how te throw em off. Can your's ſit eaſy 4 
Om. I have a ſenſe of my condition, 

As painful, and as quick, as your's can be. 1 
I feel for my Imoinda and myſelf; . 
- Imoinda, much the tendereſt part of me: | 
But though I languiſh for my liberty, | 
I would not buy it at the Chriſtian price | 
Of black ingratitude : they ſha'not ſay, 
That we deſerv'd our fortune by gur comes. 
Murder the innocent! 1 
= þ 


' 


1 
" 
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The innocent ! * 1 
Or, Theſe men are ſo, whom you would riſe againſt; 
If wth flayes, they did not make us ſlaves; 7 
But bought us in an honeſt way of trade: 
As we have done before em, bought and fold 
y a wich, and never thought it wrong. 
I do not tamely ſay, that we ſhould bear | 
All they could lay upon us: but we find | 
The load ſo light, ſo little to be felt, | 
(Conſidering they have us in their pow'r, | | 
And may inflict what grievance they pleaſe) | | 
We ought not to complain. 
Aba. My royal lord! 
You hot know the heavy grievances, 
The'9Ws, the labours, weary drudgeries, 
wang 1:22poſe ; burdens more fit for beaſts, 
pr EEG Bear2s to bear, than thinking men. 
Tus if you ſav'the bloody cruelties 
They ede on every flight offence ; | 
Nay, ſome s in their proud, inſultin ſport, 
How worſe tun dogs they laſh their felſow - creatures, 
Your heart would Mee for em. Oh, could yoit know 
How many wretches Wit their hands and eyes 
'To you for their relief ; 
m. I pity em, 
And wiſh I could with honeſty do more. 
Abo. You muſt do more, and may, with honeſty. 
Oh, royal fir, remember who you are; 
A prince, born for the good of other men; 
Whoſe god-like office 1s to draw the ſword 
Againſt oppreſſion, and ſet free mankind : 
And this I'm ſure you think oppreſſion now. 
What though you have not felt theſe miſeries, 
Never believe you are obliged to them; | 
They have their ſelfiſh reaſons, may be, now, 
For uſing of you well; but there will come 
A time when you muif — of em. 


„ 


5 1 
Or. You fee how little cauſe I have to think ſo; 
Favour'd in my own perſon, in my friends ; | 
Indulg'd in all that can concern my care, 83 5 
In my Imoinda's ſoft ſociety. [ Embracing ber. 
Abo. And therefore would you lie contented dawn, _ 
In the forgetfulneſs and arms of love, | 
'To get 8 princes for em? 5 & „ 
Oro. Say ſt thou! ha! | | | 
Abo. Princes, the heirs of empire, and the laſt 
Of your illuſtrious lineage, to be born 12 
Io pamper up their pride, and be their ſlaves? © 
| Oro. Imoinda! fave me, ſave me from that thou 
Shall the dear babe, the eldeſt of my hopes, Sb, NC 
Whom I begot a prince, be born a ſlave? —- );,, 
The treaſure of this temple was defign'd u 
'T* enrich a kingdom's fortune; ſhall it here 
Be ſeiz d upon by vile, anhallow'd hands, 
To be employ'd in uſes moſt profane? 
Abe. In moſt unworthy uſe ; think of that; 
And, While ou may, prevent it. 
I know you are perſuaded to believe | 
The governor's arrival will prevent 
Theis miſchiefs, and beftow your liberty z _ 
But who is ſure of that? I rather fear 7 
More miſchiefs from his coming. He is young, 
Luxurious, paſſionate, and amorous; 
Such a complexion, and made bold by pow'r, 
To countenance all he is prone to doo. 
Will know no bounds, no law againſt his luſts. 
Tf, in a fit of his intemperance, 
With a ſtrong hand he ſhall reſolve to ſeize, 
And force my royal miſtreſs from your arms, 
How can you help yourſelf 3, 
Ore, Ha! thou haſt rous ed 
The lion in his den; he ftalks abroad, 
And the wide foreſt trembles at his roar, 
I find the danger now. My ſpirits ſtart 


- 
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At the alarm, and from all quarters come 
Io man my heart, the citadel of love. —_ 
Is there a pow r on earth to force you from mg, 
yo ſhall I not — it? 
, you were born always to conquer me. 
Now I am faſhion'd to 5 purpoſe; ſpeak, y 
What combinationf what conſpiracy, 


: Would'ſt thou engage me in? Pl undertake 
All thou would't have me now for liberty, 


For the great cauſe of loye and liberty. 

Abo. Now, my great maſter, you appear yourſelf, 
And, fince we have you join'd in our deſign, 
It cannot fail us. I have muſter d up 
The choiĩceſt ſlaves, men Wm o enſible 
Of their condition, and ſeem molt teiol ud: 
They have their ſeveral parties. 

Oro. Summon em, 
Aſſemble em, I will come forth and ſhew 
Myſelf among em: if they are reſolv'd, 
T'1l lead their foremoſt reſolutions. 

Abo. I have provided thoſe will follow you. 
Or. With this reſerye in our, proceedings ſtill, 


The means that lead us to our liberty 
Muſt not be bloody. oy 
| * e * Orea lo, 
— — 
: | 4 e } 
Oreanoko alone, 


F ORGET ! forgive! I muſt indeed forget, 
When I forgive: but while I am a man, 

In fleſh that bears the living marks of ſhame, - 
The print of his difſhonourable chains, 

My memory ſtill rouſing up my wrongs, 


66 Nn 
| 


I would ruſh on hi 


| . 

"This villain; D | 
And juſt contempt of d _ 
What ſnall I da Field clk 


I know him, he will ſneak wet) bis guard 
Of followers, and brave — » — | 


Elſe, lion- like, with * - ung 58. 
en on his roat, 


Tear a wide — ca his: treacherous heart, 
And that way lay him open to the world. [Pavjinge 
If I ſhould turn his Chriſtian arts on him, 

Promiſe him, him fair, flatter and — 
With fawning fieps, to get within his faith, 


I could betray him then, as he has me. 


But am I ſure n 1 q 
Lying's a certain mark of cowardice; _ 

And, when the tongue forgets. its honeſty, | 
The heart and han may = their «iq too, 
And nothing worthy be d or done. 

Let me but find out 

An honeſt remedy, I haue the hand, 


ee 


— 


- | Otcanets. 
- 
#3 
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SHARP. 


OW, fir, ſhalt you be married to-morrow ? Eh? I'm 
afraid you joke with your poor humble ſervant. 
F  Goy. I tell thee, ers "orgs night Meliſſa conſented, 
F and fixed to-morrow for V days; 
| Sarg. "Tis well ſhe did; fir, * been a 
| _ one for us in our preſent. candition ;. all our mo- 
pent; your maveables ſold ; your honour almoſt ruin- 
5 humble ſervant almoſt ftarved ; Þ vo mans not 


is flood N wa days e- — 


ed, ee” 


Le 9 we * 
- 


Pa: 


| we beſet with bailiff, and not one fingle guinea in your - 


-£ 


. 


Ferivus ; you certainly 


[ & 
lady will marry you and-retieve us, 0'my conſcience PB 
turn friend to the ſex, rail no more at matrimony, but 


curſe the whores, and think of a wife 
Gay. And yet, Sharp ben I think how T have i 


; upon her, I am almoſt & reſoly'd to throw. myſelf at her feet; 


tell her the real fituation of my affairs, aſk her pardon, 
and implore her pity. 
Sharp. After marriage, with all my heart, fir; bog 


Sharp. Yes, you | * 
eg — Sno — — and 
vou — very well that that honour of yours will neither 
introduce yqu to a great man's table, nor get nen 

à fingle beef - ſteak. 

82 What can L do? 

| Shar, Nothing, while honour ſticks in * 

* gu "Fro and down with 1 | 

ay. eave me to my thou _ 

Shats. Leave you! 3 75 
aſſure you why you muſt dertainly be a very wa ELF = 
toſopher, fir, to moralize and declaim 'fo . as 
you do, about honour and c6nſcience, when your door 


n 
2. Don't be witty, and 
harp. Do you be wi 


give your advice, firrah! 
and take it; fir. But to be 

ve ſpent your fortune, and out- 

liv'd your credit, as your pocket and Helly can teſtify > _ 


- your father has diſown'd your all your friends forſook you. 


except myſelf, who am ſtarvi 
8 thus young wy; 


ro 


with you, Now, fir, if — 
as pet, thank Heaven; 
knows 


n 


| n | 
nds nothing of your misfortunes, and by that mean 
"procure a better fortune than that you ſquander'd away, 
make a good huſband, and turn œconomiſt; you ſtill may 
be happy, may ſtill be Sir William's heir, 8 lady no 
loſer by the bargain: there's reaſon and argument, fir. 
Say. Twas with that proſpect I firſt love to her; 
and though my fortune has been ill ſpent, I have at leaſt, 
purchaſed diſcretion with it. Wh 
ö Pray then convince me of that, ſir, and make no 
more objections to the marriage. You ſee I am reduced. 
to my wajſtcoat, already; and when neceſſity has undreſsd 
me from top to toe, ſhe muſt begin with you; and we 
Mall be forced to keep houſe, and die by inches. Look 
you, fir, if you won't refolve to take my advice, while 
you have one coat to your back, I muſt e'en take to my 
heels while I have ſtrength to run, and ſomething to cover 
ane: ſo fir, wiſhing you much comfort and reſolution 


wich your bare conſcience, I am your moſt obedient and 


half-ftary'd friend and ſervant. | [ Gang .. 
Say. Hold, Sharp; you won't leave me? | 

"al I muſt eat, fir ; by my honour and appetite I 
= maſt | * | N ö £ 
ay. Well then, I am refolv'd to favour the cheat; and 


Al chall quite change my former courſe of life, happy 


may be the conſequences: at leaſt, of this I am ſute 
+ Sharp. That you can't be worſe: thanyou are at preſent. 
Fay. [A Lnocting without. | Who's there? ' 
' » Sharp, Some of your former good friends, who favour'd. 
you with money at fifty per cent, and helped you to ſpend. 
it; and are now become daily. memento's to you of the 
folly of truſting rogues, following whores, and laughing 
at my advice. 0 N erred 
Gay. Ceaſe your impertinence! to the door! if they 
are duns, tell em my marriage is now certainly fix d, and 
perſpade em ſtill to forbear a few days longer, and keep 
my circumſtances a ſecret for their ſakes as well as my own. 
„ | 2 Sbarg. 
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Sap. O, never fear it, — {0 nideld 


friendſhip for you, not to deſire your ruin to their own 
diſadvantage. 

Gay. And do you 
dy from Meliſſa, ſay I am not at home, left the bad aps 
pearance we make here ſhould make em ſulpect ſomerhing 
to our diſadvantage. 

Surg. Fl obey you, fir:— ut I am afraid they with 
eaſily diſcover the conſpmptive ſituation of our affairs b 

my chop-falten- eounte ſance. {Exit N 

Wg. Theſe very raſcals, who are now continually dun- 
ning and 2 — 4 were the very perſons led 
me to my ruin, partook wy proſperity, and proſaſꝭ d 
* teſt friendſhip. . 

b. [Without:] 8 Mrs. Kitty, my 
—_— 5 not at home. 
1 En Look'ee, Sharp, I muſt and will ſee 

m! 

Gay 10. what do TI hear? Meliſſa's maid! what has 
dee her here? my poverty has made her my ene 
too — ſhe is certainly come with no good intent no frien 
ſhip there without fees—ſhe's coming up ſtairs. Whas 
muſt 1 do ITI; ger into this cloſer and liſten. 


| Enter Sharp and Kitty. 
Kitty. I muſt know where he is; and will know was 
Mr. Impertinence. 
Sharp. Not of me you won't | Afide.] He's not within; 
I tell yous Mrs. Kitty; I don't know my ſelt—do you- 


think I can ay ? 
Kitty. But I know you will lye abominably; therefore 


don't triflg with me. I come from my miſtreſs Melifla gp 
you 3 1 N what's to be done to- morroꝶ mor-. 


nin N 
N y and to-morrow night too 1 | "a 
Kitty. Ne if I can help it. e Jar come, e 

i your maſter ? * Un 1 mots 

. © i or & hates 4 


o&@ 7 ws 
- 
: 


* 


hear, Sharp, if it ſhou'd be any bo- 


[Exit on. 


| 
| 
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„ Pray, Mrs. Kitty, what's nion of this 
— cen my maſter and your your op 


Kitty, Why I have no gpinion of it all; and yet moſt 
of our wants will be relieved by it too: for inſtance now, 
your maſter will get a fortune, that's what I am afraid he 
wants; my miſtreſs will get a huſband, that's what ſhe 
has wanted for ſome time—you will have the pleaſure of 
my-converſation, and I an opportunity of breaking pour 
head for your impertinence. 

Sbarp. Madam, I'm your woſt humble ſervant! but I 
tell you 2 Mrs. Kitty. J am poſitively againſt the 
match; fer) was I 2'man of my maſter's fortune 

Tap. ou'd marry if you cou'd and mend it. Ha, ha, 
ta! pray, 2 where does your maſter's eſtate lye? 

Gay. O. the devil! what a queſtion was there! [ Aſde. 

Sharp. Lye, lye, why it lyes—faith, I can't name any. 
| EN it lyes in ſo many his effects are divided 

me here, ſome there; his ſteward hardly knows himſelf. 

© Kitty. Scatter d, ſcatter-d, I ſuppoſe. But hark ee 
Sharp, what's become of Fu "Furniture? you ſeem to be 
- little bare here at preſent. 
Gay, What has ſhe found * that too ? Ade. 
Sharp. Why, you muſt know, as ſoon as the wedding 
was fix'd, my maſter order d me to remove his goods into 
a a friend's houſe, to make room for# ball which he deſigns 
to | here the day after the marriage. | 
The luckieſt thing in the world! for my miſtreſs 
defigns to have a ball ani entertainment here to-night be- 
fore the marriage; and that's my. buſineſs with your maſter. 


Sharp... The devil it i!“! Aide. 
Kiry. She'll not have it public, ſhe deſigns to invite 

only eight or ten couple of friends. . 
Sharp. No more ? 


Kitty. No more—and ſhe order'd me to __ a 

_ maſter not to make a great entertainment. 

Sharp. O, never fear : 
Ten or a. dozen little nice thi 


with fame: 
Ghats 


4 ”. aid. 
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$hars. O, curſe your conſcience! ; [. 
Ki? And what do you think I have' done on of o 

head? ; | | 
. Sharp. What? | | 
Kitty. J have invited all my lord Stately's ſervants to 
come and fee you, and have adancein the kitchen—won't 
your maſter be ſurpris'd? | 
Skarp. Much ſo, indeed! 
Kitty. Well, be quick and find out your maſter, and 
make what haſte you can with your preparations—you: 
have no time to loſe Pr'ythee, — what is the 
matter with you! I have not ſeen you for ſome time, and 
you ſeem to look a little thin. 
Sharp. O, my unfortunate face! [Ade] I'm in pure 
od health, thank you, Mrs. Kitty; and I'll affare you, 
8 very good ſtomach, never better in all my life ; 
and I'm as full of vigour, huſſey ee to kiſs ber. 
Kitty. What with that face! well bye, N | 
—O, Sharp! what ill-looking fellows are thoſe were 
ſtanding about your door when I came in ? they want your 
maſter, too, I ſuppoſe. | 4 
Sharp. Hum! yes, they are waiting for him. They 
are ſome of his tenants out of the country, they want to 


pay him ſome money. os: . 
Kitty. Tenants! what do you let his ,tenants ſtand in 
the ſtreet ? ; 


Sharp. They chuſe it; as they ſeldom come to town, 
they are willing to ſee as much of it as they can, when, 
they do; they are raw, ignorant, honeſt people. 

- Kitty, Well, I muſt run home; farewell ! but do you - 
hear? get ſome thing ſubſtantial for us in the kitchen—a 
ham, a turkey, or what you will—we'll be very merry; 
and be ſure to: remove the tables and chairs away there too, 
that we may have room to danee—l can't bear to be con- 
fined in my French dances; tal, 1 ] Well, 
adieu! without any compliment, I ſhall die if 1 t ſee 
you ſoon, | Exit 2 


— 


, : 
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Sharp. And without any compliment, I pray Fleaver 


you may. 
Enter G ayleſs. 
FO NE Tho Ink or foe tne fem tech e. 
Shurp. O, - 


Say. We are certainly undone ! 

Sharp. That's no news to me! ; 

Gay. Eight or ten couple of dancers—Ten or a dozen 
little nice diſnes, with ſome fruit—My Lord Stately's 
fervants, ham and turkey ! 

Sbarp. Say no more; the very ſound creates an appetite 
and I] am ſure of late I have had no occafion for whet- 


ters and provocatives. 


Gay. Curs'd misfortune! what can we do ? 
Sharp. Hang ourſelves ; I ſee no other remedy ; except 


you have a receipt to givea ball and ſupper without meas 


or muſic. 
Gay. Meliſſa has certainly heard of my bad circumſtan- 
ces, and has invented this to diſtreſs me, and break 


„ of the match. 


Sharp. 1 doy't believe it, fir; begging your 
Ger. No! ! why did her maid then make fo —— enquiry 
into my fortune and affairs? 
"Sharp. For two very ſubſtantial reaſons; the firſt to ſa- 
tisfy her cur ine natural to her as a woman; the ſecond 
w have the ure of my converſation, very NE to 


ber as a woman of taſte and underſtanding. 


Gay. Priythee be more ferious-]s not all at flake? | 

Sbarp. Yes, fir—and yet that all of ours is of ſo nale 
conſequence, that a man, with a very ſmall ſhare of phi- 
lofopby, may part from it without much pain or uneaſi- 
neſs. However, fir, Ill convinee . in half an hour, 
that Mrs. Melia knows nothing of your circamfſtances ;; 


EF _ FI tell yon what too, br” ſhe 4 be here to- 


t, and yet bea. all marry her to-morrow morning. 


dear Fn 


ps 


* 


= 
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1 % J 
Sbarß. Tis here, here, fir! warm, warm, and delays 
will cool it; therefore I'll away to her, and do you be as 
merry as love and poverty will permit you, | 
% Would you ſuceeed, a faithful friend depute, 


© Whoſe head can plan, and front can execute.” 


I am the man, and I hope you neither 4 my friend» 
| =y or SR ualification. 

ndeed, I don't.——Pr'ythee be gone. 
827 I fly. 

Lying Yak. 


— — „ T 
GAYLESS. 


Prvruss, be ſerjous, Sharp. Halt thou really ſue- 
Sharp. To our wiſhes, fir. In ſhort I have 
the buſineſs with ſuch ſkill and 9 that nei 
your circumſtances nor my veracity are ſuſpected, 
Gay. But how. haſt —— me from the ball and 
entertainment? 
Sharp. Beyond expectation, fir—But i in that particulap 
T was obliged to have recourſe to the truth, and declars 
the real ſituation of your affairs. I told her we had fo 
long diſuſed. ourſelves to drefling either dinners or ſuppers. ' 
that I was afraid we ſhould be but aukward in our pre- 
pParations. In ſhort, fir, at that inſtant, a curfed gnawing 
{ſeized my ſtomach, that I could got help telling her, that 
both you and myſelf ſeldom. make a good meal, now-a-days,. 
once in a quarter of a year. 
Gay, Hell and confuſion, have you betray 'd me, villain l 
Did you not tell me this moment, ſhe did hot in the _ 
| {aſpect my circumſtances ? 
$harp. No more ſhe did, fir, all 1 told her, | 


2 


' Gay. Very well; N. 
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bar. T goigg to tell you ; bot you won't herr 
reaſon. My melancholy face and piteous narration had 
ſuch an effect upon her generous bowels, that ſhe freely 
forgives all that's paſt. 

ay. Does ſhe, Sharp? 

Sharp. Yes; and defires never to ſee your face again ; 
aid, as 4 farther conſideration for ſo 455 1 has — 
you half-a-guinea. 

Gay. What do you mean ? 
Ee To ſpend it, ſpend it, fir; and a9; 

Villain, you have undone os! | 
Sharp. What, by bringing you money, - when you are 
not worth a farthing in the whole world? Well, wall, then 
to make you ha =. again, I'll keep it myſelf; and wiſh 
ſomebody would take in their head to load me with ſuch 
misfortunes, [Pave up the money. 
G. Do you laugh at me, raſcal! 

Sharp. Who deſerves more to be laugh'd at? Ha, ha, 
hat never for the future, fir, diſpute t ſucceſs of my 
5 negotiations, when even you, who know me ſo well, 
can't help ſwallowing my hook. Why, fir, I could have 
E 4 th you backwards and forwards at the end of my 
ne, till I had put your ſenſes into ſuch a fermentation, 
that you ſhould not have knows 1 1B an hour time whether 
was a ſiſh or a man. 
Gay. My, what is all this you have been elling me? 
- +8bors. A 9 lie from beginning to end. 
Gay. And have you really 2 
Sharp. No, fir; but I have got this half guinea to make 
ber excuſes to you; and, inſtead of a confederacy between 
you and tne, to deceive her, the thinks &e has brought 
me over to put the deceit upon 2 
Gay. Thou excellent 
Sharp, Don't ——— flip out of the houſe 1. 
"gt; - the 2 fall 4s I beheve, will "gen end rat oP for 
ou ; and to her as faſt as you can; urprize 
| Bad concern.th —— debarc'd you the 
3 pleaſure 


1 ] 


pleaſure of her company here to-night: you need know ns 
more; away! 


Gy. But what hall we do, Sharp? here's her maid 


25 Bars. The devil the is—I wiſh I could poiſon her: 
for, I'm ſure, while ſhe lives I can never proſper. 
Enter Kitty. 
Kitty. Tour door was open, ſo I did not ftand upon 


Le for 1 hear your miſtreſs. is takin ill ſo 
ddenly. 

Kitty, Vapours, vapours only, fir; a few matrimonial 

p64 a but I ſuppoſe Mr. Sharp has made her 
excuſes. 
Gay. And tells me I can't have the pleaſure of her 
company to-night. I had made a ſmall preparation; but 
tis no matter—Sharp ſhall. go to the reſt of the company 
and let them know tis put off. 

Kitty., Not for the _ fir; my miſtreſs was ſenſible 
you, muſt have provided for Es reſt of the com- 

pany ; ſo ſhe is reſolved, though the can't, the other ladies 
and gentlemen ſhall partake: o your entertainment; ſhe's 


"Np. good-natur d. 
. I had better run, and let em know tis deſetr d. 


= 

Ki. K Stopping him.] I have been with 'em ; 4 
told em my, miſtreſs inſiſts upon their coming, ns: 
ge miſed to be here; ſo pray don't be under 
any 9 that your. preparations will be en 


me But as.I can't have ber r 
will be a greater. pleaſure, to me, 
men to bats to defer our mirth ; beſides, * — 
3 preſent, and ſhe not partake of it. 
itty. O, 8 but what can I do? My with 


a 


tw 7 


the company will be hero in a few minutes ; there are tws 


ot three coachfulls of 'em. 
OE Then my maſter muſt be ruin'd in ſpite of my 


[ 4fide. 
225 [ Afade to 8 _ "Tis all over, Sharp. 
know it, 

a > ig I ſhall go diſtracted! what ſhall I do? 

Sharp. Why, fir, as our rooms are alittle ont of furni- 

ture at preſent, take *em into the captain's that lod 

- here, and ſet em down to cards; if he ſhould come in 

mean time, I'll excuſe you to him. 

Kup. I have diſconcerted their affairs, I find; I'1t have 

ſome ſport with em Fray, Mr. Gayleſs, don't order too 

many things, they only make you a friendly vifit ; the 

more ceremony, you know, the leſs welcome. Pray, fir, 

let me entreat you not to be profuſe. If I can be of ſer. 

vice, pray command me; my miſtreſs has fent me ou pur- 
ſe ; while Mr. Sharp is up i doing the buſineſs without doors, 


| may be employed within; it you'll lend me the keys of 
Four fideboard, [To Sharp] ont difpoſe of your plate to 
| _ beſt advantage. 
Sharp, Thank you, Mrs. Kitty; but it is diſpos'd of 
already, [df] [ Knocking at the door. 
Kitty. Bleſs me, the company's come ! 111 go to the 
door, and conduct em into your preſence. Exit. 


av" If you'd conduct em into a horſe-pand, and 
* of em there yourſelf, we ſhould be more re obliged to 5 
vou. 
f Gay. I can never ſapport this! | 
Sharp. Rouze your ſpirits, and put on an air of ety; 
and 1 on't deſpair of brin ins Ketsch. | 
| ; Your words have ne It Ss $6, 


* 
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O Pylades! what's life without a friend! 

At ſight of thee my gloomy ſoul chears up; 

My hopes revive, and gladneſs dawns within me, 
After an abſence of ſix tedious months, © 
How-cou'd Thope to find my Pylades, 

My joy, my comfort! on this fatal ſhore! 

E'en in the court of Pyrrhus! in theſe realms, 
"Theſe hated realms, ſo croſs to all my wiſhes. 

Oh, my brave friend! may no blind ſtroke of fate 
Divide us more, and tear me from myſelf. 

Pl. O prince! O my Oreſtes! O my friend - 
Thus let me ſpeak the welcome of my heart. [ Embracing, 
Since I have gain'd this unexpected meeting, 
Bleſt be the powers who barr'd my way to Greece, 
And kept me here! e'er fince th* unhappy day, 
When warring winds (Epirus full in view) 
Sunder'd our Cake on the loud ftormy main, - 

* It was, indeed, a morning full of horror! 

A thouſand boding cares have rack'd my ſoul 

In your behalf. Often with tears I mourn'd 
The fatal ills in which your life's involy'd, 
And grudg'd you dangers which I could not ſhare, 
I fear'd to what extremes the black deſpair 
That d upon your mind, might hive betray'd 
And Eat the _ in pity to Oboe; * you; 
Shou'd hear your ＋ es and take the life you lads 
But now with joy I ſee you !—The retinue 
And num'rous followers that ſyrround you here, 
Speak better fortunes, and a mind diſpos d . 
To reliſh life. PR. 

Oreft. Alas, my friend! who knows 
The deſtiny to which I ſtand reſery'd! 

I come in ſearch of an inhuman fair ; 


And live or die as ſhe decrees my fate, 
I Dl. 
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Py]. You much ſurpriſe me, prince I thought vou 

8 unpity d unſuccefeful Bon. : ſcar'd 
Why, in Epirus, ſhou'd you hope to find © 

| Hermione leſs cruel than at Sparta? 
1 thought her pride, and the diſdainful manner 
In which ſhe. treated all your conſtant ſuff rings, 
Had broke your fetters, and * freedom: 


Aſham' d of your repulſe and ſli vows, 
Vou hated her; you talk'd of her no more, 
Prince, you deceiv'd me! 


Orgi. I deceiv'd myſelf. | 

Do not upbraid th' unhappy man that loves thee. 
Thou knoweft T never hid my paſſion from thee : 
Thou ſaw'ſt it in its birth, and in its progreſs, 
And when at laſt the hoary king her father, 
Great Menelaus, gave away his daughter, 
His lovely daughter, to the happy Fyrrhus, 
'Th' avenger of his wrongs, thou ſaw'ſt my grief, 
My torture, my deſpair, and how I drag'd, 
From fea to ſea, a heavy chain of woes. 
O Pylades! ,my heart has bled within me, 
'To ſe thee preſs'd with foxgrows not thy own, 
Still wand'ring with me, like a baniſh'd man! | 
Watchful, and anxious for thy wretch'd friend, 
Jo temper the 8 of my mind, 

And ſave me from myſelf. 
Pyl. Why thus unkind! 

Why will you envy me the pleaſing taſk | 
Of gen'rous love and ſympathizing triendſhip ? 

reft, Thou miracle of truth !—but hear me on. 

When, in the midſt of my diſaſtrous fate, 

I thought how the divine Hermione, 
Deaf to my vows, regardleſs. of my plaints, 
Gave up herſelf, in all her charms, to Pyrrbus, 
Thou may ſt remember, Iabhorr'd her name, 
Strove to forget her, and repay her ſcorn. 
I made my friends, and e en myſelf, believe 


Of 


My ſoul was freed. Alas! I did not fee 

That all the malice of my heart was love. 

Triumphing thus, and yet a captive ſtill, 

In Greece I landed; and in Greece I found 

Th' aſſembled princes all alarm d with fears, 

In which their common ſatety ſeem'd concern'd. 

I join'd them; for I hop'd that war and glory 

Might fill my mind, and take up all my thoughts; 

ay that my ſhatter'd ſoul, impair'd with grief, 

Once morg would reaſſume its wonted vigour, 

And ev'ry idle paſſion quit my breaſt. ; | 
Pyl. The thought was worthy Agamemnon's ſon, 
Oreſt. But ſee the ſtrange — of my ſtars, 

Which throws me on the rock I ſtrove to ſhun ! 

The jealous chiefs, and all the ſtates of Greece, 

With one united voice complain of Pyrrhus; 

That now, forgetful of the promiſe given, 

And mindleſs of his godlike father's fate, 

Aſtyanax he nurſes in his court; 

Aſtyanax, the young ſurviving hope 

Of ruin'd Troy; Aſtyanax, deſcended 

From a long race of kings; great HeRor's ſon. _ 
Pyl. A name till dreadful in the ears of Greece! 

But, prince, you'll ceafe to wonder why the child. 

Lives thus protected in the court of Pyrrhus, 

When you ſhall hear the bright Andromache, 

His lovely captive, charms \ oy his partes : 

The mother's beauty guards the helpleſs fon. | 

Ort. Your tale confirms what I have heard; and henee 

Spring all my hopes. Since my proud rival woes 

Another partner to his throne and bed, 1 


Hermione may ſtill be mine. Her father, 4 
The injur'd Menelaus, thinks already * 25 


His daughter ſlighted, and the int ended nuptiale 

Too long delay d. J heard his loud complaints ©” 

With fecret pleaſure ; and was glad to fine 

Th' ungrateful maid neglected in her turn, 1 

Aud all my wrongs 2 her diſgrace, 55 
2 


And take his indignation all ior loves. 2d 
4 a- ff 8 — Wes 7 * x 9 


L 92 J 
Py]. Oh! may you keep your juſt reſentments warm! 
Oreft. Reſentments! Oh, my friend, too ſoon I found 
They grew not out of hatred ! I'm betray d: | 
1 practiſe on myſelf, and fondly plot 
y own undoing. Goaded on by love, 
I canvaſs'd all the ſuffrages of Greece; 
And here I come, their ſworn ambaſſador, 
To ſpeak theirjealoufies, and claim this boy. 
Pyl. Pyrrhus will treat your embaffy with ſcorn, 
Full of Achilles, his redoubred fire, 
Pyrrhus is proud, impetuous, headſtrong, fierce ; 


Made up with paſſions: will he, then, be ſway'd, 


And give to death the ſon of her he loves ? 
Ozeft. Oh, would he render up Hermione, 

And keep Aſtyanax, I ſhould be bleſt. | 

He muſt ; he ſhall: Hermione's my life, 

My ſoul, my rapture —I'Il no longer curb 

The ftrong defire that hurries me to madneſs ; 

III give looſe to love; III bear her hence: 


II tear her from his arms; III—Oh, ye gods! 


Give me Hermione, or let me die !—— . 
But tell me, Pylades; how ftand my hopes? 
Is Pyrrhus ſtill enamour'd with her charms? 


Or doſt thou think he'll yield me up the prize, FE 


The dear, dear prize, which he has raviſh'd from me? 
Pyl. ] dare not flatter your fond hope ſo far: . 
The king, indeed, cold to the Spartan princeſs, | 
Turns all his paſſion to Andromache, e 
Hector's affliRed widow : but in vain, | 
With interwoven love and rage, he ſues | 


- "The charmmg captive, obſtinately cruel. 
Oft he alarms her for her child, confin'd 


Apart; ow a her tears begin to flow, 


As ſoon he eps them, and recals his threats. 


Hermione a thouſand times has ſeen +. 
His ill-requited vows return tach, 


x i 
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What can be gather'd from a man ſo various? 
He may, in the diſorder of his ſoul, 
Wed her he hates, and puniſh her he loves. 
Oreft. But tell me how the wrong'd Hermione 
Brooks her ſlow nuptials and diſhonour'd charms. 
Pyl. Hermione would fain be thought to ſcorn 
Her wav'ring lover, and diſdain his falſhood ; ' 
But, ſpite of all her pride, and conſcious beauty, 
She mourns in fecret her negleQed charms; * 
And oft has made me privy to her tears : SID 
Still threatens to be gone; yet ſtill ſtays ; 
And ſometimes ſighs, and wiſhes for Oreſtes: 2 
Oref. Ah! were thoſe wiſhes from her heart, my friend, 
I'd fly in tranſport— ' D Flaurio within. 
Pyl. Hear! The king approaches 
To give you audience. Speak your embaſſy 
Without reſerve : urge the demands of Greece; 
And, in the name of all her kings, require 
That HeRor's ſon be giv'n into your hands. 
Pyrrhus, inſtead of granting what they aſk, 
o ſpeed his love, and win the Trojan dame, 
Will make it merit to preſerve her fon, —— 
But fee; he comes. ha 
Oreſt. Mean while, my Pylades, 
Go, and diſpoſe Hermione to ſee | 
Her lover, who has come thus far, to throw X 
Himſelf in all-his ſorrows, at her feet. . 
| Difrreſi'd Mother. 


— —— 
Oxksr Es. 


Au I awake ? Where am I? Soft my ſoul ; 
Be not ſo raſn. Was that Hermione ? 


Why ſhould her anger thunder againſt me? * 
3 | Was. 


( 94). 
Was not this blood ſhed all by her command ?— - 
I am, indeed, a moſt outrageous monſter ! 
A rufhan, murderer, a haſe aflaflin ! 
And all to pleaſe.a falſe, ungrateful woman. 
Hencefoxward, let the laws of nations ceaſe; 
And let the pale, that fevers right and wrong, 
Things ſacred and profane, be broken down; 
Gods in their temples, kings upon their thrones, 
Are not in ſafety, while Oreſtes lives. fi: x 
Oh, never more ſhall my tom mind be heal'd, 
Nor taſte the gentle comforts of repoſe! 
A dreadful band of gloomy cares ſurround me, 
And lay ftrong ſiege to my diſtracted ſoul. 
unter Pylades, attended by Greeks, 
Pl. Haſte, prince; let us be gone; tis death to ſtay. 
Andromache reigns queen ; ſhe gives th' alarm, ; 


And vows revenge upon the foes of Pyrrhus. 


I be palace gates, and to ſecure our 


The people arm and muſter in the ſtreets ; 
Our Greeks will not be able long to = | 


ight. 


We muſt be ſpeedy, ſir. | 
Oreft. You.may depart, 


My friends—Hermiane and I remain— 


Her cruelty has quite undone me !—Go, 
And leave me to myſelf—I'Il find her out. 5 

Pyl. Alas! unhappy princeſs She's no more! 
Forget her, fir, and fave yourſelf with us. 

-Orzft. Hermione no more !—O all ye powers! 

yl. Full of diſorder, wildneſs in her looks, 
With hands expanded, and diſhevell'd hair, 
Breathleſs and pale, with ſhrieks ſhe ſought the temple 3 
In the mid-way ſhe met the corpſe of Pyrrhus ; 


She ſtarted at the — 4 then, ſtiff with horror, 


Gan d frightful! Waken'd from the dire amaze, 
She rais'd her eyes to Heav'n, with ſuch a look, 
As ſpoke her ſorrows, and reproach'd the gods; 
Then plung d a poniard deep within her breaſt, 
ad fell on Pyrrhus, graſping him in death. 
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Oreft. I thank you, — never could 
To be ſo wretched !— You have been induſtrious 
To finiſh your decrees; 2 make Oreſtes 
A dreadful inſtance of your power to puniſh ; 

I'm ſingled out to bear the wrath of Heaven. 

Pyl. You hazard your retreat by theſe delays; 
The guards will ſoon beſet us. Your complaints 
Are vain, and may be fatal. 

Or. True, my friend ; 

And therefore twas I thank'd the bounteous 

My fate's accompliſh'd !—I ſhall die content. 

Oh bear me hence !—Bliow, winds! 

* Let us be gone. 


Oreft. The murder'd lovers wait me—Hark, they call! 


Nay, if your blood ftill reeks, I'll mingle mine, 
One tomb will hold us all. 
Hl. Alas! I fear ., 
His ravings will return with his misfortunes. © [neſs! 
Ora. Fm dizzy !—Clouds mite loſt in utter dark- 
Guide me, ſome friendly pilot, through the ſtorm, 
I ſhiver ! Oh, I freeze !|— Lig ht returns; 
*Tis the grey 'dawn—See, Pylades! Behold!— 
I am encompaſs'd with a ſea of blood! 
The crimſon billows Oh! my brain's on fire! 


Pyl. How is it, fir ?—Repoſe yourſelf on me. [glares? - : 


Oreft. Pyrrhus, ſtand off! What wou'dft thou? How he 
What envious hand has clos'd thy wounds ?—Have at thee. 
It is Hermione that ſtrikes—Confufion! 

She catches Pyrrhus in her arms.—Oh, ſave me! 
How terrible ſhe looks !—She knits ber brow; 
She frowns me dead ; ſhe frights me into mags . 
Where am 1. Who are you? 
HI.. 2 poor prince | 
my to ſupport him. How he pants for breath ! 
Oreft 2 is moſt kind, my Pylades. — Oh, why, 
Why was J born to give thee endleſs trouble ? 
l. All will go well; he ſettles into reaſon; 


Orefti 


« 7 
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Ort. Who talks of reaſon ? Better to have none, 
Than not enough. Run, ſome one, tell my Greeks 
I will not have em touch the king. Now] No W? 
I blaze again See there Look where come, 
A ſhoal of furies! How they ſwarm about me ! 
My terror !—Hide me—Oh, their ſnaky locks ! 
Hark ! how they hiſs es ſee their flaming brands! 
Now they let drive full at me How they grin, 
And ſhake their iron whips ! My — yelling! 
And ſee Hermione !—She ſets them on ! 
Thruſt not your ſcorpions thus into my boſom ! 
Oh Il am ſtung 2 Diſpatch me ſoon ! 
There—Take — heart, Hermione !—Tear it out! 
Disjoint !—kill me Gn, my tortur'd ſoul!— 

Pyl. Kind Heav'n, reſtore im to his wonted calm ? 
Oft t have I ſeen him rave ; but never thus. 
Quite ſpent! Aſſiſt me, friends, to bear him off. 
Our time is ſnort. Should his ſtrong rage return, 
?Twould be beyond our power to force him hence. 
Away, my friends hear the portal open. 

| Dum d Mather. 


* 
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Sir WILLIAM. 


You kame from Mr. Capias ? 

Shift. I did, ſir. 

Sir Will. Your name, I think, i is Shift? 

Shift. It is, fir. 

Sir 90 Did Mr. Capias drop any hint of my y buſineſs 
with you 

85775. None. He only ſaid, with his ſpectacles on 
his nofe, and his hand upon his chin. Sir William Weal- 
thy is a reſpectable —.— , and my client; he wants 
to retain you in a certain Air, an and will open the caſe, . 


| 58 ve you your brief himſelf; ou to his 
E give you y FR e his 
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inſtructions, and carry your cauſe, he 1 is generous, and 
will diſcharge your bill without taxation, 

Sir Will. Ha, ha! my friend Capias to a hair! Well, 
fir, this is no bad ſpecimen of your abilities—But ſee 
that the door is faſt— Now, fir, you are to 

Shift, A moment's pauſe, if you pleaſe—You muſt 
know, Sir William, I am a prodigious admirer of forms. 
Now, Mr. Capias tells me, that it is always the rule to 
adminiſter a retaining fee before you enter into the merits. 

Sir Will. O, fir, T beg your pardon |! 

Shift, Not that I 1 your — + ; but forms, 

ou know 

Sir Will. No apology, I beg—But as we are to have a 
cloſer connexion, it may not be amiſs, by way of intro- 
duction, to underſtand one another a little. — Pray, für, 
where was you born? 

Shift. At my father's. 

Sir Will, Hum! And what was he? 

Shift. A gentleman, 

Sir il. What was you bred? 
s Shift. A gentleman. 

Sir Will. How do you live? 

Shift. Like a gentleman. | | 
* 57 Cou'd nothing induce you to unboſom yours 

Shift. Look'ee, Sir William, there is a kind of Gone 

| thing in your countenance, a certain openneſs and gene” 
rolity, a je ne ai 4 in your manner, that I will unlock ©; 
you ſhall ſee me 

7 Sir Will. You il oblige me. 

- Shift. You muſt know then, that Fortune, which fre- 
quently delights to raiſe the nobleſt ſtructures from the 

mpleſt foundations; who from a Taylor made a Pope, 
i from a gin-ſhop an Empreſs, and many a Prime Miniſter 
from nothing at all, has thought fit to raiſe me to my 


preſent height, from the humble employment of ** 
vour Honour —a. Link Boy. 


bir 
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Sir Will. A pleaſant fellow Who were your parents? 

Shift, I was produced, fir, by a left-handed marriage, 
in the language of the newſpapers, between an illuſtrious 
lamplighter and an eminent itinerant cat and dog butcher 
Cat's meat and dog's meat -I dare ſay, you have 
heard my mother, fir. But as to this happy pair I owe 
little befides my being, I ſhall drop them where they dropt 
me in the ſtreet. | 

Sir Will. P r oceed. 5 , 

' Shift, My firſt knowledge of the world I owe to a 
ſchool, which has produced many a great man ; the ave- 
nues of the playhouſe. * There, fir, leaning on my extin- 
guiſh'd link, I learn'd dexterity from pickpockets, eon- 
nivance from conſtables, politics and faſhions from footmen, 


and the art of making and breaking a promiſe, from 
their maſters. Here, fred, light mejacroſs the kennel— 


I hope your honour will remember poor Jack You rag- 


ged raſcal, I have no halfpence—T'Il pay you the next 
time I ſee you.—But, lack-a-day, fir, that time I ſaw as 
ſeldom as his tradeſmen, | 
Sir Will, Very well. Lined $ 
Shift, To theſe accompliſhments from without the 
theatre, I muſt add one that I obtain'd within. - 
Sir Will, How did you gain admittance there? 
Shift. My merit, fir, that, like my link, threw. a radi- 
ance round me—A detachment from the head quarters 
here took poſſeſſion, in the ſummer, of a country co 
ration, where I did the honours of the barn, by am ans | 
the ſtage and clipping the candles. There my ſkill and 
TAS were ſo conſpicuous, that it procur'd me the ſame 
office, the enſuing winter, at Drury-Lane, where I ac- 
quir'd intrepidity, the crown of all my virtues. _ 
Sir Will. How did you-obtain that ? Y 
_ Shift. By my poſt—PFor I think, fir, he that dares ſtand 
the ſhot of the gallery in lighting, ſnuffing, and ſweepin „ 
the firſt night of a new play, may bid delance tothe i 


lory, with all its cuſtomary compliments. * 
* 3 a i 
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Sir Will. Some truth in that. . 
Shi. But an unluckly crab apple, applied to my right 
eye, by a patriot gingerbread baker from the borough, 
who wou'd not ſufter three dancers from Switzerland, 
. cauſe he hated the French, forc'd me to a precipitate 
retreat. | 
Sir Will. Poor devil! | 3 
Shift. ＋ and Contades have done the ſame. But, 
as it d, like a tennis-ball, I roſe higher from the 
rebound. 
Sir Will. How ſo? | 5 
Shift. My misfortune, fir, mov'd the compaſſion of 


one of our performers, a whimſical man, he took me in- 


to his ſervice, To him I owe, what, I believe, will make 
me uſeful to you. „ 

Sir Will. Explain. 2 | 

Shift. Why, fir, my maſter was remarkably happy in 
an art which, however diſeſteem'd at preſent, is, by 
r amongſt the perfections of an orator— 

10 ry o 5 

Sir Will. Why, you are deeply read, Mr. Shift. 

Shift. A ſmattering—Bur as I was ſaying, fir, nothing 
came amiſs to my maſter : _—_— quadrupeds ; ratio» 
nals or animals; from the c ur of the bar, to the 
cackle of a barn door; from the ſoporific twang of the 
- Tabernacle of Tottenham-Court, to the melodious bray 
of their long-ear'd brethren in Bunhill-fields; all were 
objects of his imitation and my attention. In a word, 
fir, for two whole years, under this profeſſor, I ſtudy d 
and ftary'd, impoveriſh'd my body and pamper d my 
mind ; till thinking myſelf r 
I made him one of his own bows, and ſet up for myſelf. 

Sir Will, You have been ſucceſsful, I hope. 

Shift. Pretty well. I can't complain, My art, fir, is 
a paſſe-par-tout, I ſeldom want employment. Let's fee ; 


h! Wedneſday at Mrs, 
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how ſtand my engagements?— [ Palls aur a poclet- Gua. 
— pocke 2 


: 


| 


- bus bn 
w 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
1 
| 
| 
| 
| 
3 
3 


| this calamity, 


rr e — ä—— —— EAW — — — 
1 *; ad * 0 . 
, 0 * * 9 * * 
- 


T 8211 


near Hanover Square; there I ſhall make a meal upon 


the Mingotti; for her Ladyſhip is in the Opera intereſt ; 


but, however, I ſhall revenge her cauſe upon her rival 
Mattei. Sunday evening at Lady Suſtinuto's concert. 


| page wg» I dine upon the actors, with ten Templars, 


at the Mitre in Fleet Street. Friday I am to give the 
amorous parly of two intriguing cats bo a gutter, with the 
diſturbing of a hen rooſt, at Mr. Deputy niet 8, * 


the Monument. So, ſir, you ſee my hands 
mort, Sir William, there! is not a buck or a turtle = 
= voured within the bills of mortality, but there I may, if 
I pleaſe, ftick a napkin under my chin. 


Sir Will. I'm afraid, Mr. Shift, I muſt break in a little 


er your engagements; but you ſhall be no loſer by the 


2 Command me. 

* Sir il. You can be ſecret as well as ſerviceable ? 

Shift. Mute as a mackrel. 
i Sir Will. Come hither then. If mn betray me to my 

ON —_—_ 

Shift. me. 

Sir Will. Enough. You * know * the hopes of 
-our family are, Mr. Shift, center d in one box. 

Shift. And I warrant he is a hopeful one. 
Si Will. No interruption, I beg. George has been a- 
broad theſe four years, and from his late behaviour, I 
have reaſon to believe, that had a certain event happened, 
which I am afraid he wiſhed—my death 

Shift. Ves; that's natural enough. 

Sir Will, N ay, pray,—there would ſoon be an end to 
an ancient and honourable family. 

Shift. Very melancholy indeed. But families, like be- 


| ſoms, will wear to the ſtumps, and finally ner out, as 


you ſay. 
Sir Will Pr'ythee, peace for five minutes. 
Shift. 1 am tongue-tyed. 
ir Hill. Now I have projected a ſcheme to prevent 


Shift, 


L. 208. Þ+ 
| Wife. Ay, I ſhould be glad to hear thats 

Sir Will. J am going to tell it you. 

Shift. Proceed. 

Sir Will. George, as I have contriv'd it, ſhall experi- 
* all the miſery of real ruin without running the * 
riſque. 

hift. Ay, that will be a conp de maitre. 

Sir 22 I have prevail'd upon his n « welthy 
citizen 

Shift. I don't like a city plot. 

Sir Will, I tell thee it is my own. 

Shift. I beg pardon. 

Sir Will. My 2 1 ſay, ſome time nos wrote 
him a circumſtantial account of my death; upon which 
he is returned, in full expectation of RITA to mp 
eſtate, 

Shift. Tramediately ? 

Sir. Will, No; when at age. In about three month.” 

Shift. 1 underſtand you. 

Fir Will. Now, fir, — into what hands my heed- | 
leſs boy would e fall, on his return, I have, in a 

feigned character, afſociated myſelf with a ſet of raſcals, 
wh will ſpread every bait that can flatter folly, inflame- 
extravagance, allure inexperience, or catch. credulity. 
And when, by their means, he thinks himſelf reduced to 
the laſt extremity ; loſt, even to the moſt diſtant hope 

Shift, What then? 

Sir Mill. Then will I ſtep in, like his guardian angel, 
and ſnatch him from perdition. If, : be gh by miſery, 
he becomes conſcious of his errors, I have ſav d my ſon; 
but if, on the other hand, gratitude can't bind, nor ruin 
reclaim him, I will caſt him out, as an alien to my blood, 
and truſt for the ſupport of my name and family to a te- 

moter branch: 
Shift.» Bravely reſolv d. But what part am I to ſuſtain 
in this drama? | 
Sir Will, . Fun 7 are to * E already 


fripes | 
© — : 4 . : IJ | 
SIG, 3 7 ö 
3 * 1 


; gowels in our poſſeſſion, or they will fall into 
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L$ript of what money he could command, by two ſharpen : 
but as I never truſt them out of my fight, they ean't de- 


ceive Me. 


Shift. Out of your fight! 3 
. Sir Will. Why, I tell thee, I am one of the knot; aa 
adept in their ſcience, can flip, ſhuffle, cog; or eut, with 
the beſt of em. © wg | 

Shift. How do you eſcape your ſon's notice? | 

Sir Will. His firm perſuaſion of my death, with the 
extravagance of my diſguiſe, Why, I wou'd e to 


kelude your penetration, when I am beay'd out tor the 


baron. But of that by and by. He has recourſe, after 


- his ill ſucceſs, to the ten per cent. gentry, the uſurers, ſor 
- a Farther ſupply, 


Shift. Natural enaugh. "ogg 
Sir Will. Pray do you know—lI forget- his name 4 
wrinkled old fellow, in a thread-bare coat? He fits every 


morning, from twelve till two, in the Jeft corner of 


Lloyd's coffechouſe ; and every evening, from five till 
eight, under the clock at the Temple Exchange, WE 
IB, What, little Transfer, the broker? 
Sir Will. The ſame. Do you know him? pale 
Shife. Know him! Aye, rot bim. It was but laſt 
Eaſter Tueſday he had me turn'd out, at a feaſt ia 
Leatherſellers Hall, for ſinging Roam for Cactold;, like 
28 and vow d it meant a reflection upon the whole 
0 4 * 
„Vi. You have feaſon to remember him. 


7 Have not you ſomething of more 'conſequence - 
Sir Will. I have, Cou'd not you, Maſter Shift, aſſume 


andther ſbape? You have attended auctions? 


Shift. Auctions! a conſtant puff. Deep in the myſ - 
tery a proſeſſed connoifleur, from 2 Niger to a Nauti- | 
Ius; from the Apollo Belvidere to a Butterfly, .. 
Lr Wall, One of theſe . oily orators, I will 
get you to perſonate ! for we matt have the plate and 

| het hands, | 

Shift 
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Tn. I will do it. 
"Sir Will Within PU give you farther inſtruchons 
Sbg. Pl follow you. 

Sir Will. (Going, returnt.] You will want materials. 
Shift. Oh, my dreſs I can be furniſhed with in five 
2 15 xit Sir Will.) A whimſical old blade this. 
ſhall laugh if this ſcheme miſcarries. I have a ſtrange 
115 to lend it a lift—never had a greater—Pho, a 
damn'd unnatural connection this of mine ?—What have L 
to do with fathers and 8 a parcel of preaelnge 
rudent, careful, curm nly—dead to pleaſure thems 
elves, and the blaſters "Fu ia others—Mere dogs in a 
-manget—No, no, I'll veer, tack about, open my bud | 
to the boy, and join in 2 counter plot. But hold; held. 
hold, fried Stephen, ſee firſt how the land lies Who 1 

knows whether this Germaniz'd genius Has - to com- 

* or oe; 5 
is there: Egad, before T wi 

2 8 fragt examine the coaſt ; and then, if there be 
but. a bold ſhore and à good bottom, have a care, old 


Square Toes; zu will meet with your mateh. : 


* 


Au. Cile, fps by Loader ad Dich 


'ENTLY, good Mr. I oader. * 5. 2 
Load. Come along, old Moll. Why, vou jade, yow 
ok as rofy this morning! I muſt have a ſmac t you# 

: muns. Here, taſte her; fhe is as good as old heck 
get you a ſtomach. 

Mw. Cale. Fye, Mr. Loader; I thought: you had for 
ot me. 

* 424. I forget 50 l I vo as ſoon forget what i 
emp-. 


£ 
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| Us Coke. Softly, ſoftly, young man. There, 3 
mi ghty well. And how does your honour do? I hay't 
q 2 your honour the Oh! mercy on me, there's a 
twinge 
Sir Geo. What i is the Setter Mrs. Cole ? 
Mr. Cole, My old diſorder, the rheumatiſe z I han't 
been able to get a wink of ——Oh la! what. hd have 
been in town theſe two days? h 
Sir Geo. Since Wedneſday. 5 * 
Mrs. Cale. And never once called upon old ey, 
No, no, Tam worn out, thrown by, and: forgotten, like 
a tatter'd garment, as Mr. Squiatuin ſays. Oh, he is a 
dear man! But for kim T had been a loſt ſheep; never 
known. the comforts of a new birth; no,—— There's 
pour old friend, Kitty Carrot, at home till. What, ſhall 
be ſee you. this evening? I have kept the Green Room 
| for you Set ſince. I heard you were in town. 
ſ Tad. What, ſhall we hs ea ſnap at bid Moll's ? Hey, 
e Beldam, have you a good batch of Purtundy abrosch? 
W, Cale. Bright as a ruby; and for flavour — Von 
Kao the Colonel He and Jenny ei drank thres 
aks, hand to fiſt; laſt night, 
= Load. What, and bilk thee of thy ſhare 5 
M.. Cole. Ah, don't mention it, Mr. Folder, No, 
U that's all over with me. The time has been, when I= 
HB could have earn'd thirty ſhillings a- day by my own — oa 
dee ſ next morning was neither ſick nor fo 
e laud, a thimbie · ful turns me topſy-turvey. 
Tad. Poor old „ | 
VM. Cale. Ay, have done with theſe idle vanities; 'F 
== ny, thoughts are fix'd upon a better place, What. 1 
fuppoſe, Mr. Loader, you will be for your old friend the 
1 Hack- ey d girl, from Roſemary Lane; Ha; ha! Well, 
*tis a merry little tit. A thouſand pities ſhe's ſuch a / 
Teprobate But ſhe'll mend, her. time is not come: 
mall have their call, as Mr. Squintum ſays, ſooner or later; 
| 3 is not the work of a day. MT 


* 
* 


b ws . 
Mes, Cale. Rude, de naw, gnaw, nevertaſy, beck 
br up, all's one. honeſt friend, have you any claty 


of Sie water in the houſe? 
Dirt. A caſe of French drams. 


Mrs. Cole. Heaven defend me! T world 0 touch 


dram for the world. 
S See. They are but cordials, Mrs. Coles Fetch le 
you blockhead. Exir {Dade 


Met. Cole. A „Tam a going; a waſting 
Sir George. hat will become of the — — * = 
gone, Heaven knows. No. When people are miſs 
then they are mourned. Sixteen years — Ur'd in the 
Garden, comfortably and creditably ; and though I fay 
it, could have got bail any hour of the day: reputable: ; 
; tradeſmen, Sir George; neighboyrs, Mr. Lpaderknows * | 
no knoek-me-down doings in my houſe. A ſet of 
lar, ſedate, ſober cuſtomers. No rioters. Sixteen 14 
1 -A, ei hreen years haye I paid ſcot aud lot in the 
arich of St. Puol, and during the whole time nobody 
ve ſaid, Mrs. Cole, why do you ſo? Unleſs twice that 
38 before Sir Thomas De Val, and three times in the I 

Sir Ge. Nay, don't weep, Mrs. Cole. 

Loud. May Tioe deal, wi deal, withan honour at bottom, if ola 
Moll does ot bring tears into my eyes. 

Mrs. Cele. However, it is a comfort, after all, to think 
one has paſs'd through the world with credit and character. 
Ay, a good name, as Mr. Squintum ſays, is better than. 
-@pallipor of ointracnt, 

Enter Dick: «vjth'a Aram. 

Load. Come hafte, Dick hafte; ſotro is dry. hoes 
Mell, call 1 fil thee a bumper? 

Mr. Cole. Hold, hold, Mr. Loader! Heaven help 

I could as ſoonfiyaHlow the Thames, Ouly a lip, $0 

| the gout out of my ſtomach. | 
Load. Why then, here's to thee. —Levarib me, but it is 
6—— when you have * 
K 3; Mr. Cale. 


A 


„ 
+ vo ſotremble and ſhake, I ſhall but ſpill the good crea- 


- Fare. | | * ' 

\ Load. Well pull'd. But now to buſineſs. Pr'ythee, | 
- Moll, did not I fee a tight young wench in a linen gown 
-, Knock at your door this morning? 0 

Mrs. Cole, Ay ; a young thing from the country. 
- Load. Could we not get a peep at her this evening? 

Mes. Cole. Impoſſible ! She is engaged to Sir Timothy 
Totter. I have taken earneſt for her theſe three months. 
- _ Load. Pho, what ſigniſies ſuch a fellow as that! Tip 
dim an old trader, and give her to the Knight. — 
Me. Cole, Tip him an old trader !—Mercy on us, 

here do 2 expect to go when you die, Mr. Loader? 
Load. Crop me, but this Squintum has turn'd her 


brains. : | | | 

Sir Geo, Nay, Mr. Loader, I think the gentleman has 

wrought a-moſt happy reformation. 

Met. Cole. Oh, it was a wonderful work. There had 
I been tofling in a fea of fin, without rudder or compaſs, 
And had not the good gentleman piloted me into the har- 
Hour of grace; I muſt have ſtruck againſt the rocks of re- 

probatien, and have been quite ſwallowed up in the whirk- 

Fof deſpair, He was the precious inſtrument of my 

eng But however, Sir George, if your 
ming be ſet upon a young country thing, to-morrow night 
I believe I can furniſh ou]. | 
Toad. As how? © 28 0 
| * Mrs. Cole. J have advertiſed this morning, in the te- 
iſter- office, for ſervants under ſeventeen ; and ten to one 
ut I light on ſomething that will do. 
£5ad. Pillory me, but it has a face. | 
Mrs. Cole. Truly, conſiſtently with my conſcience, I 
would do any thing for your honour, be IR 
- Sir Geo, Reght, Mrs, Cole, never loſe ſight of that mo- 
nitor. But pray, how Jong has this heavenly change been 


Taught in you 7 IR 


— * 
= 5 * 


% 
* 
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Mrs. Cile, Ever fince my laſt viſitation of the gout. 
Upon my firſt fit, ſeven years ago, I began to have my 
doubts and my waverings ; but I was loft ina labyrinth, 
and nobody to ſhew me the road, One time I thought of 
dying a Roman, which 1s truly a comfortable communion 
. for one of us: but it would not do. 

Sir Geo. Why not? 

Mrs. Cole. 1 went one ſummer over to Boulogne to 
repent ; and, would you believe it, the þare-footed, bald- 
pated beggars would not give abſdlution, without I 
quitted my buſineſs Did you ever hear of ſuch a ſet of 


ſcabby—Beſides, I could not beartheir barbarity. Would 


you believe it, Mr. Loader, they lock up for their lives, 
in a nunnery, the prettieſt, ſweeteſt, tender, young thin 
Oh, fix of them, for a deb, would finiſh m buff 
neſs heve: and then I ſhould have nothing to do, but to - 
think of hereafter, 

Load. Brand me, what a ey 

Sir Geo. Oh, ſcandalous! * y 

Men. Cale. G no, it would not do. 80 in my laſt ill- 


neſs, I was wiſh'd to Mr. Squintum, who ſtept in with 
his ſaving grace, got me with the new birth, and I became, 


as 2 ſee, regenermo, and another creature, 
Enter Dick. 2 
+ Dick, Mr. Transfer, firs has ſent to know if your 1 


nour is at home. 


Sir Geo. Mrs. Cole, Lam mortify'd to part with you, 


But buſineſs you know—— - 


Mrs. Cole. True, Sir George. Mr. Loader, your arm. 
— Gently, oh, oh! 
Sir Geo. "Would you . take another thimbleful, Mrs, 


Cole ? 


- Mrs. Cole. Not a drop.—I ſhall ſee you this co | 
Sir Geo. Depend upon me. | 
Mrs. Cole. To morrow I hope to ſuit yau._—We are... 


to have, at the Tabernacle, an occaſional hymn, with a 


* ſermon for my recovery: * which I 2 


all at the R 
tiſement has brought in. 


8 
ͤ—)—G 
- 


"red as my petticoat; why would: you 
one ſo? —lf Ralph was to ſte you, 


s 
Office; and ſee n 


Str Ges. Extremely obliged to you, Mrs. Cole. 
iMys. Cole. Or if that ſhould not do, I hate a tid bit at 


aome will ſuit your ſtomach. Never bruſt'd by a beatd. 


Well, Heaven bleſs you.——Seftly ; have à care, Mr. 
Loader. Richard, you may as well give me the bottle 


Anto the chair, for feat Iſheuld be taken ill on Ehe road. 


Venily fo, ſo! Mr. 
— * 


- 


FANNY. 


P LEASE your, honour; you were ſo kind as to * you 
would remember my fellow travellers for their trouble; 
and they think I have gotten, the money. 

Mervir. Oh, here! give —_— e her money} 


: for you, my dear, little t, you haye br t me 
org my] buſineſs, nd I 2 Wer ber.] we 
h, lord !-—your — rden -in 


again. n. | Mcrei.lifer ber again.] 
* Again and again e's a' thought come 


into my head Theodoſia will 9 have no abjec- 


tion to putting on the dreſs of a ſiſter of mine, —So, and 


o only, ue may eſcape Ne Sirl, for a little 1 


money, will provide us with 


Fanny. Dear gracious! I warrant . now, I am as 
. and towzet' 


he'd. be as .jealous as 
the vengeance. 


Meruiz,| Hang Ralph! never mind him There & 
e for thee. 
Ar. Yeo guinea ——— mY 
— Fs | pomp dun erde 


* 
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Lanny. Ay, but not all —_—_ 
Mer<in. As good as that is. a 


- Fanny. Shall I though, if I does as you bids mer”. 6 
IIe. You ſhall. 


Fanny. Precious heart, he's a ſweet gentleman {2dcos 


have a great mind 


Mervin. What are you . about? 


Fanny. Thinking your honous! 
Merwuin. Indeed; ſo merry ! 


Fanny. I don't know what I am thinking about, no$ 


Ha! ha! ha! 


? * ha, ha! Twenty guineas! 


* 
1 


you'll 8 reſentl at 266-08 WS 
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Mervin. 1 tell thee" thou ſhalt have them. 
"Fanny. Ha, ha, ha; ha, ha! Phe: 
 Mervin. By Heaven! I am ſerious. _ 

Fanny. Ha, hs, ha Why then 1 do whithves your 
honour pleaſes. CIR 
Merwvin, Stay here a Jittle to ſee that all keeps 2. 
"el As, 
7 *. - 3s | 
Es 33 2 N PR 2 2 — — 

Ves, tis 13 thou maid divine! E 

J muſt; 1 will poſſeſs the. 


Ob, what i within my arms be preſs thee} 


„ To kits, and call thee mine! - 


Let me this only bliſs enjoy z_ - + 
hat ne'er can waſte, that ne'er can cloy z 
* All other pleaſures I refi 

| Why ſhould we dall: 

Stand ſhilly ſhally 

Let fortune ſmile or | 3a ? 

Love-will attend us ; 
Love will befriend us: 


4 And all our wiſhes crown, (Beit: 
= anny 


„What a dear kind ſoul he is—Here comes 


Rs 1—1 can tell him, unleſs. he makes me his lawful 


ite, as he has often ſaid he would, the devil a word 


ore Gall he ea 1 we. 


- 


_ Emet 
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Nas. * where's the Gentleman p 
Funny. How ſould 1 know where he is ; vhöt de you 
e e ee u. pens civil queſtion, 
þ s no n a | 
be there? why you look as croſs and Ill natur d TY 
F . Well, win 1 do—and mayhap I have wheres 
withal for i 
Ralph. ble 7 has the offered any thing un» 
—_ Vary a bouts den e look a ho 
| le offer ?—no he's man every inch of 
Mn: + bot you are«ſenſible, Re , you have been pro- 
miſing me, a great while, this, and that, and tother, and, 
when all comes to all, I don't-ſee but you are like the 
reſt of them. | 
Ralph. Why, what is it I have promiſed? 
Fanny. To morty mie in th church, you bave a her- 
Ralph. And mayhap I will, if ya'll have patience, ; 
Fanny. Patience me no Patience z/ een 
if you pleaſe. 
' Ralph. „Well. but fu 1 don't 6? 7 an you, 
Fan, you're a fool, an n th your bread 
88 I have had anger enow from feyther already 
our account, and you want me to come by more. 
421 , if you have patience, mayhap things may fall 
dut, and ma hap not. 
Fanny. With all my heart, chen; and now I knos | 


Four mind, Lee may go hang your 


Ralph. | 
Fanny * 2 you may ho cares he you? | 
Fob Well, and who cares fot you, an you go to- 
a | 
Fanny. A-menial feller—Go mind your mill and youy 
— I don't think you worthy ts wipe my ſhoes, 


Na. Nay, ** keep a N your 


> 


T me } 7 
Bead: ddds fleſh! I would fain know what fly bites aff 

— n. 
any, Marry come up, | | *s ſons in 
Ts da mls toffers; and, if one is a miſs, 
be a miſs to a — fg thi will give one fine 
cloaths, and take one to ſee the ſhow, and put money in 
har 4 „ | 
| Ralph, Whu, hu [he whiftler, and foe hits him a flap. 
RD 
Fanny. What do you whiſtle for, then? Dayyou think 


Lam a dog? 
„er Fan, if I have not a mind to 
ive you, with this ſwitch in my hand here, a good @ 


Fanny, Touch me if you dare: touch me, and I 
ſwear my life againſt you. 

Ralph. A murrain with her damn'd little fiſt as hard 
as — 3 _— mY K 
Fan. „ it's good enough for you; I am not 
neceſſiłated to take el the impudence of ſuch a low- 
liv'd monkey as you are—a gentleman's my friend, and 
I = have twenty guineas in my hand, all as good gold 
as that is. 

_ lp” from this Londoner, ch 25 TK a 

. rom him ſo you may take romiſa 
* 1 don't value it char and if yan 
| Ipeak to me, II Rap your chops again. 

ö IR. | 


Lord, fir, you ſeem mighty uneaſy; 
But L the refuſal can 
I warrant 1 ſhall not run crazy, 
Nor die in a fit of deſpair. 
If fo you ſuppoſe, you're miſtaken 
or, fir, for to let you to know, 
Im not ſuch a maiden forſaken. 
But I have two ſtrings to wy bow. 
[Exit Fan. 
Relphs 
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| | Ralph." Indeed! Now I'll be judg'd by any ſoul living 
| | in — if ever there —＋ e e of 1 
| than this here; there is no ſuch thing as a true friend 
| upon the face of the globe, and ſo I have ſaid a hundred 
11 times] a couple of baſe, deceitful—after all my love and 
EF | kindneſs ſhewn. Well, I'll be reveng'd ; ſee an J be'nt 
1 _ — Maſter Marvint, that's his name, an he do not ſham- 
[ It; he has come here and diſguiſed unſelf ; whereof tis 
_ contrary to law ſo to do: beſides, 1 do partly know why 
he did it; and I'll fiſh out the whole conjuration, and go 
up to the caſtl- and tell every ſyllable; a ſhan't carry a 
wench from me, were he twenty times the mon he is, and 
twenty times to that again; and moreover than ſo, the 
firſt time I meet un, Ml knack un down, tho'f *twas be- 
fore my lord himſelf; and he may capias me for it after- 
wards an he wull - * | 


| WW 
As they count me ſuch a ninny. . 
So to let them rule the roaſt; 
Il bet any one a guinea, | 
-._  -- They have or . without their hoſt. 
Por if I don't ſhew them in lieu of it, 
A trick that's fairly worth two of it, 
_ * Why then let me paſs for a fool and an aſs, 
Io be ſure yon ly cajoler 
Tr ̃kbougght the work as good as done, 
When he found the little ſtroller, 
WM az fo eaſy to be won. 
13 Aut if 1 don't ſhew him in lieu of it, 
A trick that fairly worth two of it, 
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Sin Joux Torte. 


H OLD your tongue, Davy, you talk like a fool. 
Davy. It is a fine place, your honour, and I cou'd liv 

here for ever! - 
Sir John. More ſhame for you :—live here for ever! 

— What a revolution ſince my time! the more I fee, the 


more I've cauſe for lamentation; what a dreadful change 


has time brought about in twenty years! I ſhou'd not 
know the place again, por the people; all the ſigns that 
made ſo noble an appearance, are all taken down ;—not 
a bob or tye wig to be ſeen! all the degrees from the 
parade in St. James's-park, to the ſtool and braſh at the 
corner of every ſtreet, have their hair tied up—the maſon 


laying bricks, the baker with his baſket, the poſt- bo 


crying newſpapers, and the doctors preſcribing phyſic, 


have all their hair tied up, and that's the reaſon fo many 


heads are tied up every month. 
Day. And I ſhall have my head tied up to-morrow· 


Mr. Wiſp will do it for me—Your honour and I look ' 


like Philiſtines among em. 


Sir Jabn. And I ſhall break your head if it's tied up; 


I hate innovation—All confuſion, and no diſtintion!— 


The ftreets now are as ſmooth as a turnpike road N 
rattling and exerciſe in hackney coaches ;—Thoſe-mbo 5 
ride in em are all falt aſleep; and they have ſtrings ia 
their hands that the coachman muſt pull to wake e 
when they are to be ſet down. — What luxury and abomi-- 


nation ! 


Davy. Is it ſo, your honour? 'feckins I like it hugely... 


Sir John. But you mult hate and deteſt London. 


Davy. How can I manage that, your honour, When 
there is every thing to delight my eye, and cheriſh mx 


heart ? 
Sir John. Tis all deceit and deluſion. 


Davy. Such crouding, coaching, carting, and ſqueen- 
Ko ſights, fine ſhops full of. fine f 


ing; ſuch a power of 5 2 
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things; and then ſuch fine illuminations all of a row; 
and ſuch ſine dainty ladies in the ſtreets, ſo civil, and ſo 
graceleſs—they talk of country, girls! theſe look more 
roſy and healthy by half. n 
Fir John. Sirrah, they are proſtitutes; and are civil to 
delude and deſtroy you. They are painted Jezebels; and 
they who hearken to em, like Jezehel'of old, will go to 
the dogs: If you dare to look at em, you will be tainted; 
and if you ſpeak to em, you are undone. 
| Day. Bleſs us, bleſs us How does your honour 
Know all this? Were they as bad in your time? 

Sir Fohn, Not by half, Davy.—In my time there was 
a ſort of decency in the worſt of women: But the harlots 
now watch like tigers for their prey, and drag you to 
their dens of infamy.—See, Davy, how they have 't6rn 
my neckcloth. [ Sheavs his neckcloth. | 

Davy. If you had gone civilly, your honour, they 
would not have hurt you. 

Sir Jobs. Well, we'll get away as faſt as we can. 


F Devy. Nat this month, I hope; for I have not had 


Half my bellyful yet. | 
Sir John, I'll knock you down, Davy, if you grow 


= profligate: You ſhan't go out again to-night; and to- 
> morrow keep in my room, and ſtay till I.can lock over 


my things, and ſee they don't cheat you. 
"Your honour then won't keep your word with 


theatres to-night, and a ſhilling place at the other to- 


oro. 


Sir Fehr. Well, well, ſo I did: Is it a moral piece, 


Dey. O yes, and written by a clergyman; it is called 
The Rival Canaanites, or the Tragedy of Braggadocia. 
Sir John. Be a good lad, and I won't be worſe than 
my word; there's money for you. | gives bim ſome, |— 
Rut/come ſtraight home, for I ſhall want to go to _ | 
3 , aVys 
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Davy. To be ſure, your honour.— As I am to go ſo 
ſ6on, Pl make a night of it. | [ Afede and exit. 

Sir Jobx. This fellow would turn rake and macaroni, 
if he was to ftay here a week longer—Bleſs me, what 
dangers are in this. town at every ſtep! O that I were 
once ſettled ſafe again at Trotley Place Nothing but 
to fave my country ſhould. bring me back again—My 
niece, Lucretia, is ſo be-faſhioned and be-deviled, that 
nothing, I fear, can ſave her. However, to eaſe my con- 
ſcience I muſt try. But what can be expected from the 
young women of - theſe times, but ſallow looks, wild 
chemes, ſaucy words, and looſe morals ! They lie abed 
all day, ſit up. all night. If they are filent, they are 
firing and if they talk, tis either ſcandal or inſide- 


ity ; and that they may look like what they are, their 


heads are all feather, and round their necks are twiſted 


_ rattleſnake tippets.—0 tempora, 2 mores ! Bon Ten. 


— — —u——.1ẽ— 
Six Joux TROTLEY» 


Ir I ſtay in this place another day, it would throw me” 


into a fever! Oh, I wiſh it was morning! — This comes 
of viſiting my relations. — 
Enter Davy drunk, with his hair tied. 7 
So you wicked wretch you l- where have you been, and 
what have you been-doing ? | 


Davy. Merry-making, your honour—London for ever? 
Sir John. Did I not order you to come home from the 


play, and not be idling and raking about ? | 
evy. Servants don't do what they are bid in London. 
Sir Fohn. And did I not order you not to make-a 


J 2 of yourſelf, and tie your hair up like a mon- 


Dawy, And therefore I .did—no pleafing the ladies 
without this—my lord's ſervants call you an old out- of- 
faſhion codger, and have taught me what's what. 

1.2 Sir John. 
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Sir John. Here's an imp of the devil! He is undone 
will poiſon the whole country! 
Davy. I'll do what I can, your honour. ' 
1 40 John, Sirrah, get every thing ready, I'Il be going 
irectly. | 
Davy. To bed, fir ?—I want to go to bed myſelf, fir. 
Sir Jeb. Why, how now—you are drunk too, firrah. 
Davy. I am a little, your honour, becauſe I have been 
drinking. 
Sir John. That is not all—you have been in bad com- 
pany, ſirrah. 
Dawy. Indeed your honour's miſtaken, I never kept 
ſuch good company in all my life. 
Sir John. The fellow does not underſtand me Where 


* 


Z - have you been, you drunkard ? 


Davy. Drinking, to be ſure, if Tam a drunkard; and if 
you had been drinking too, as | have been, you would 
not be in ſuch a paſſiog with a body—it makes one ſo 
good-natur'd | | | 

Sir Fohn, This is another addition to my misfortunes! 


1 ſhall have this fellow carry into the country as many + 


yices as will corrupt the whole pariſh. 


Davy. I'll take what I can, to be ſure, your worſhip. © 
Sir 7oha. Get away, you beaſt you, and fleep off the 
debauchery you have contracted this fortnight, or I ſhall 
leave you behind as a proper perſon to make one of his? 


lordſhip's family. — 
Davy. So much the better Give me more wages, leſs 
work, and the key of the ale cellar, and I am your ſer- 


© yant—if not, provide yourſelf with another. [Struts about. 


Sir John. Here's a reprobate!—'This is the completion 


of my miſery—But hark'ee, villain—go to bed—and ſleep 
off your iniquity ; and then pack up the things, or I'll 


pack you off to Newgate, and tranſport you for life, ¶ Exit. 
Davy. That for you, old codger—| ſnaps his fingers.) 
I know the law better than to be frighten'd with moon- 


thine! I wish that I was to live here all my days !—This- 
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'8 life indeed! a ſervant lives up to his eyes in elover; 
they have wages, and board wages, and nothing to do bar - 
to grow fat and ſaucy.— They are as happy as their maſ- 
ters; they play for ever at cards, ſwear like emperors, 
drink like fiſhes, and go a wenching with as much eaſe 
and tranquillity as if they were going to a ſermon! Oh, 
tis a fine life! ¶ Exit recling.] Bon Ton. 


—— — — U 
Young Cockney «writing, Priſcilla and Penelpe ſeated at der., 


YounG CoCKNEY. {comes forward.) 


Cons, pray, ladies, go ſomewhere elſe with your - 
work: Is not there the parlour for you, but you muſt 


bring your litter into the ſhop?—Who do you think can 


come into the ſhop, when you take up the room in thik - 
way? | 
. I wiſh, brother, you would let us alone. A 
Prif. Ay! mind your hgs, and your raiſins, and your 
brown ſugar, and let us alone, will you ?=Now, Miſe - 
Penny, it you'll go in for your work baſket, we will take 
out the canvas, and begin the flowers immediately. 
FT. Cack. Come, Miſs Priſſy, get off that ſtool—I want 
to put it behind the counter. | . ' 
Priſ. I won't give it you. | | he 328 
Y. Cock. If you won't, miſs, I'Il call my papa; and ſee 
what he'll ſay to you. / 3 
Priſ. There take your ſtool, you naſty, ugly, conceited, 
ill natur'd [ Throws it at hi. 
Y. Cock. Look there now, did you ever fee any thing: | 
ſo unmannerly, Miſs Priſſy? I wonder you are noc 
aſham'd of yourſelf ;—but this is the breeding you got 
in the plantations. —You know you was turn'd out 2 
Hackney boarding-ſchool, for beating the governeſo, and 
Enocking down the Es believe you think 
4-3 a ] You » 
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yon have got among your blackamoors ; bat you are not 


among your blackamoors now, miſs. 


wh; 4 Indeed, Miſs Penny, it's very hard he ſhould in- 
vent ſuck ſtories of me ; if you'll believe me I never touch'd 
the governeſs in all my life. 

Pen. Upon my word, I wiſh you would never come to- 


-- gether; you are always fighting and ſquabbling. 


T. Cock. Then why does ſhe play ſucz: tricks? 

Pri/. Then why do you ever come near me? I neither 
love you nor like you; nor never ſhall, that's more: L 
have told you ſo a hundred times. 

Pen, I ſwear one would think you huſband and wife 


already. | . 
Prif. J his wife! I would as lief be married to the old 


| 3 to be called Mrs. 
Cockney. | 
T. Mi. Why not? Mrs. Coc is as a name 
- - as Miſs Tomboy, I hope. my 2 


Priſ. No, it is not as good a name. 

Y. Cock. Ves, it is; but that's not as you pleaſe— 
that's as my Uncle Barnacle pleaſes; he is to be in town 
to-day, I can tell you that for your comfort; and ſee 
hat he Il ſay to you about the boarding-ſchool. 

Priſ. 1 don't care for him, nor you, nor the boarding- 


; Gs Cock. The ſhe ſays ſhe d 
. re, by gog and magog, ſhe ſays oes 
nut care for my Und horn By 


ove, there's a rod in 


piekle for you, miſs! | 


* Prif. I tell you what, Maſter Watty, if you ſay much 


more, e cod, III throw ſomething at you. 


Pen. Nay, nay, kiſs and friends. 
Priſ. 1 won't kiſs him.—I would fpit in his face firſt. 


Pi. Pr'ythee, priythee.— 


Pf 1 will not, Miſs Penny ; he never lets me alone: 
But III tell his uncle Barnacle of him; and if he's not well 
thump'd for his impudence, I won't ſtay in - the houſe, - 


Y. Cock, 
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Y. Cacl. Lock there again now— Well, tis all over 
then; I won't ſay nothing no more See how ſhe frowus 
—Lord, there's no ſuch thing as jeſting with you—lI was 
not in earneſt—I was not, upon my honour and credit. 
Sings. Come, Miſs Prifly, deal fincerely, 
Faith and troth I love you dearly ; 
Pſha ! nay, never look ſo queerly, 
But at once let's kiſs and friends... 
For the future we'll endeavour 
To deſerve each others ſavour, 
Zooks, ſhake hands! why now that's as: 
And here all our quarrel ends. 
Ramps . 


_ — ʒàe ß. 
Von COCKNEY.. 


O LA, papa! here's my uncle Barnacle. . 
Ol Cockney. Odſo !—is he indeed ?—Brother, — 
welcome to town. Son, 1 run in, dels | 

your uncle's chamber to be got ready direct). 
Barnacle. Stay, hold young 2 o do you belong to 0? 
F. Cocks La why, don't you know me, uncle ? 

your nephew. 
O. Cock. Ay—don't you know Watty—my fon Walter? 
Bar. Why, this is not your ſon Walter? 
T. Cock. es, but I am; upon my. honour and credit, 


uncle. 
O. Cock. Upon your honour, firrah !—And who told 


you you had any honour ?—What has a ſhopkeeper to da 


with honour ?—L had no honour when I was a ſhopkeeper, --: 


I knew you were always a conceited idle young raſcal - 
but who taught you to ſwear, and put all that flour and 
— upon your head? 
oel. 0 lord, uncle, don't ſpoil my hair. 
28 Cock. Don't, brother, don' t—he's going r 
young ladies. 
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Bar. He's going to the devil—but you had better not 
provoke me, brother, Nic. Cockney, you had better not 
provoke—1 deſire he may go and take off that coat and 
waiftcoat directly. 0 
2 O. Cock. Well, well, he ſhall-don't be in a paſſion.— 
Step in, child, and take off your things, do— there's a 
good boy. 
Toe. Cock. La, rk upon my honour 
Bar. Again, firrah !—Bring his every day cloaths and 
his fuſtian ſleeves here into the ſhop—T will have him 
ſtrip before my face! | 
6. Cock. Go, child, and do as your uncle bids you. 
| ; [Exit T. Cock. 
Bar. Upon my honour, indeed !—Why, Nic, I hear 
you are going to ſet up your coach, and marry your 
daughter to I don't know who.—Tradeſpeople are out of 
their ſenſes now a-days;—no ſooner are they a little 
above the world, but they muſt have a town houſe and 
country houſe ; every night running junketting to gar- 
dens and playhouſes; and, in a year or two, there is 
eighteen pence in the pound for their creditors, 
| Enter Young Cockney, with an apron on. 
FT. Coct. Well, now, uncle. 
Bar. Ay, now you are ſomething like —but why a 
ruled ſhirt ?—I never wore a ruffled ſhirt but on a Sun- 
day—and, come here—what's that I ſee at your knees, a 
pair of paſte buckles ? Why, firrah, you muſt rob the till, 
or go upon the highway, for all this—Give' them me out 
direQly—I will have em. [T. Cock. gives them ub. 
Y. Cock. But you'll let me have them again, I hope ? 
Bar. No, I won't—and now let his frippery be fold - 


EY at rag fair—T ſhould like to ſee it ſwinging under an old 


eloathſman's penthouſe. | Exit:O.. Cock, 
J. Cock. Pray, uncle, give me my buckles. | 
Bar. I will not, firrah!—and look at yonder door 
- how can you expect to have cuſtomers come into your 
ſhop, while you keep your door in fuch a condition --. 

= | "Who. 


T 121 J 


When I was *prentice, the firſt thing I did every mornityp 
was to ſcrape the door Here, Richard, have you ne- 
ver a ſhovel in the houſe Give him a ſhovel—{ Servant 
brings a ſhovel. There, firrah, take this ſhovel, go to 
work —and when I come out again, let me ſee the eps 


clean enough to dine upon. — 
Singe. You filly old aſs, 
To come to this paſs ; 


At fifty your follies begin you! 
Art mad, or in drink ? 
For my part, I think 

The Devil himſelf has got in you! 


And you, Maſter Fop, 
Go ſtick to your ſhop, 
And ſhew yourſelf handy and willing e 
Or elſe, do you ſee, X 
Take this much from me, 
- T'll cut you both off with a ſhilling. 

| [ Exite. 
Y. Cock. I won't fc the door; I wiſh I may be 
burn'd if 1 tHe, Bhs: give the ſhovel to the: 
porter, and let him do it To be ſet out in this trim be- 
fore every body !—But I will get my coat and waiſtcoat 
again, that I will, and put them on in ſpite of him My 
father expects he will leave us ſomething in his will, and 
ſo he bears with him; but he ſhall nor make a fool of me; 
no, no, I am too wiſe for that. 


— 
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W ELL, well, that may be; but till I ſay that a 
Frenchman 


Clo). Is a fop; it ia their natural diſcaſgz not one of 
8 __» ths: 
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the qualities for which you celebrate them, but owes its 
origin to a foible ; their taſte is trifling—their gaiety,. 
grimace—and their politeneſs, pride. 

Sub, Hey-day ! Why what the dence brings you to Pa- 
mis then? 

Claf. A debt to friendſhip ;. not but I think a hort re- 
fidence here, a very neceſſary part in every man of faſhion's - 
education. | 

Sub. Where's the uſe ? | 

Claſ. In giving them a true reliſh for their own do- 
meſtic happineſs; a proper veneration for their national 
liberties; a contempt for adulation ; and an honour for 
the extended generous commerce of their country. 

Sub, Why there, indeed, you have the preference, 
Maſter Claſſic; the traders here are a ſharp ſet; cozening 
people; foreigners are their food; civilities with a 
Aye! aye! a congee for a crown, and a ſhrug for a ſhil-- 
ling! deviliſh dear, Mater Claſſic, deviliſn dear. 

4. To avoid their exactions, we are, Mr. Subtle, . 
recommended to your protection. 922 
Sub. Aye! and wiſely they did, who recommended you: 
Buy nothing but on mine or my lady's recommendation, . 
aud you are ſafe. But where was your charge? Where 
was Mr. Buck laſt night? My lady made a party at cards - 
on purpoſe for him, and my ward, Lucinda, is mightily. 
taken with him; ſhe longs to ſee him again. 
Ula. 1 am afraid, with the ſame ſet his father ſent him 
hither to avoid; but we muſt endeavour to inſpire him 
With a taſte for the gallantries of this court, and his paſſion. 
for the lower amuſements of ours will diminiſh of courſe. 
Sub. All the fraternity of men- makers are for that pur- 
poſe without; taylors, peruquiers, hatters, hoſiers - 
| . that Mr. Buck's Engliſh-fervant ? | 

| 3 Exter Roger. 
= Claſ, O! aye, honeſt Roger. So, the old doings, Ro- 
ger; what time did your maſter come home ? | 
Rog. Between five and fix, pummell'd to a jelly: wy 
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has been two of his old comrades follow'd un already; 
I count we ſhall ha' the whole gang in a ſe ennight. 

Claſ. Comrades, who? 

Rog. Dick Daylight, and Bob Breadbaſket, the bruiſersz # 
they all went to the ſhew together, where they had the 
devil to pay; belike they had been ſent to Bridewell,” 
hadn't a great gentleman in a blue ſtring come by and e- 
leas'd them.—I hear maſter's bell; do, Maſter Claſſic, ſtep - 
up and talk to un; he's now ſober, and may hearken to 
reaſon. | 

Claſ. I attend him. Mr. Subtle, you won't be out of 
the way ? [ Exit Claffice 

Sub. I ſhall talk alittle with the tradeſmen. A ſmoak 
fellow this Claflic ; but if Lucinda plays her cards well, 
we have not much to fear from that quarter: contra- 
diction ſeems to be the life and ſoul of young Buck. A 
tolerable expedition this, if it ſucceeds.— Fleece the 
younker !—P'*ſhaw, that's a thing of courſe !—but by his 
means to get rid of Lucinda, and ſecurely pocket her pa- 
trimony—aye! that indeed | 

Enter Mvs. Subjle, 
Oh, wife ! Have you open'd the plot ? Does the girl come 
into it greedily, bey? | 

Mrs. Sub. A little ſqueamiſh at firſt ; but I have open'd' 
her eyes. Never fear, my dear, ſooner or later women. 
will attend to their intereſt, 

Sub. Their intereſt! aye, that's true; but conſider, 
my dear, how deeply one's own intereſt is concern'd, and 
let that quicken your zeal. 

Mrs. Sub, D'ye think I am blind? But the girl has. 

ot ſuch 2 979 notions of honour, and is withal ſo 

cent and modeſt: I wonder where the deuce ſhe got it; + 
I am ſure it was not in my houſe. 

Sub. How does ſhe like Buck's perſon ? * 

Mrs, Sub. Well enough! But pr'ythee, huſband, leave 
her to my management, and er we have more irons 

in the fire than one, Here 1s the Marquis de Soleil to 
| N meet 
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meet Madam de Farde to-night—and where to pu 

= —unleſs we can have Puck's apartment—Oh! by 
bas out & ſent you your ſhare out of Mr. 

>» loſfin Thurſday res 

8 1 intend 1 on him this morning. 

=> Mrs. Sub. Don't fail! He's a ſlippery chap you know. 
3 *$zb. There's no fear. Well, Ke our pretty coun- 
woman lays about her handſomely ; al— Hearts 
by hundreds! —Hum ! 

VMM. Sub. Ay! that's a noble prize, if we could but 
manage her; but ſhe's ſo indiſcreet, that ſhe'll be blown 
before we have made half our market. I am this morn- 
ing to give audience, on her ſcore, to two counts and a 


foreign miniſter. 
- Sub, Then ſtrike whilſt the iron's hot: but [they'll 


be here before 1 can talk to my people; ſend em in 


pr'ythee. 
Enter Tradeſmen. 
So, gentlemen—O! huſh! we are interrupted © if they 
E alk fo or your bills, you have left them at home. 
4 Enter Back, Claſſic, and Roger. 
- Buck. Kcod, I don't know how it ended, but I remem- 
ber how it begun. — Oh! Maſter Subtle, how do'ſt, old 
- buck, hey? Give's thy paw! And little Lucy, how fares 
it with ſhe ?—Hum ! 
Sub. What has been the matter, ſquire ? Your face 
* ſeems a little in diſhabille. 

* Buck. A touch of the times, old boy! a ſmall ſkirmiſh; 
= after I was down tho' a ſet of cowardly ſons of: | 
| there's George and I will box any five for their ſum, 
Sub. But how happen'd it? The French are generally 
civil to ſtrangers. 

1 Buck., Oh! damn'd civil! to fall ſeven or eight upon 
F three; feven or eight! Ecod, we had the whole houſe 
n us at laſt, 
Sub. But what had you done ? | 
Buck. Done! why nothing at all! But, — h- 
8 and — Reer] N 
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Sb. But what offence had either they or you com- 
mitted ? . 

_, Buck, Why I was telling Domine : laſt night, Dick 
Daylight, Bob Breadbaſket, and I, were walking throu; h 
one of their rues, I think they call them here, they are 
ftreets in London; but they have ſuch deviliſh out- of- tl e- 
way names for things, that there is no rememberir g 
them; ſo we ſee crowds of people going into a houſe, 
and Comedy paſted over the door: and in we trooped 
with the reſt, paid our caſh, and ſat down on the ſtage z 
. preſently they had a dance; and one of the young wo- 
men with long hair trailing behind her, ſtood with her 
back to a rail, juſt by me: ecod, what does me! for no- 

thing in the world but a joke, as I hope for mercy, but 
ties = locks to the rail; ſo when twas her turn to fi- 
 gure out, ſouſe ſhe flapp'd on her back; *twas deviliſh 
. comical, but they ſet up ſuch an-uproar: one whey-fac'd 
ſon of a bitch, that came to looſe the woman, turn'd 
his noſe, and call'd me b#te——Ecod, I lent him a lick 
in his lantern jaws, that will make him remember the 
ſpawn of old r I warrant him: another 
came up to ſecond him, but I let drive- at the mark, 
made the ſoup-maigre rumble in his bread-baſket, and 
hid him ſprawling ; then in pour'd a million of them; 
I was knock'd down in a trice ; and what happen d after, 
I know no more than you.—But where's Lucy? III go 
: ſee her. Y | 
... Clof,, Oh, fye! ladies are treated here with a little 
more ceremony. Mr. Subtle, too, has collected theſe 
ople, who are to equip you for the converſation of the 
1eS, N 
ö Bact. Wounds! all theſe! What, Mr. Subtle, theſe 
are monſieurs, too, I ſuppoſe? | | 
Sub, No, *ſquire, they are Engliſhmen, Faſhion has 
' ordain'd, that as you employ none but foreigners at 
| 2 you muſt take up with your own countrymen 
, te. py 
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"Claf. It is not in this'inſtance alone we are particular, 
Mr. Subtle; I have obſerv'd many of our pretty gentle- 


men, who condeſcend to uſe entirely their native le Fate 
es 


here, ſputter nothing but bad French in the ſide- 


* K ſi nd and 
Bucl. Loo „ ſir, as to yon and your wife, 

Miſs Lucy, I Nie you all well enongh; but the devil a 
Sood thing have I ſeen ſince J loft fight of Dover; the 
men are all puppies, mincing and dancing, and chattering, 
and grinning: the women a parcel of painted dolls; their 


. Food's not fit for hogs; and as for their language, let them 


learn it that like it, I'll none on't; no, nor your frip- 
pery neither So here you may all march to the place from 


 Whence you—Harkee? What are you an Engliſhman? | 


Barber. Yes, fir. 
Buck. Domine! Look here, what a monſter the mon- 
Key has made of himſelf? Sirrah ! if 2 ſtring was 
Jong 2 I'd do your buſineſs myſelf, you. dog, to 
fink à bold Briton into ſuch a ſneaking, ſnivellin I 
che raſcal looks as if he had not had a piece of beef and 


4 pudding in his paunch theſe twenty years ; Il be hang'd 


i the rogue hanꝭt been fed upon frogs ever ſince he came 
er. Away with your trumpery'! N | 

Claſ. Mr. Buck, a compliance with the cuſtoms of the 
country in Which we live, where neither our religion or 
morals are concern'd, is a duty we owe ourſelves. 

Sul. Beſides, ſquire, Lucinda expects that you ſhould 
20 do in that dreſs. 

Sub. You'd be mobb'd. 


auſher her to public places; which it would be impoſſible 


. Mobbd ! 1 ſhould be glad to fee that.—No! 


no? they han't ſpirit enough to mob here; but come, 
ſince theſe feHows here are Engliſh, and it is the faſhion, 


sry on your fooleries. 


Sul. Mr. Dauphine, come, produce Upon my word, 
in an elegant taſte, fir; this gentleman has had the ho- 
| | Danphs 
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Dangh.. To work for all the b:anx"e/þrits of the court. 
My good fortune commenced by a ſmall alteration in a 
out of the corner of the ſleeve for- Count Crib; but the 
addition of a ninth plait in the ſkirt of Marſhall Ton- 
nere, was applauded by Madam la Ducheſs Rambouillet, 
and totally cſtabliſh'd the reputation of your humble ſer-- 
vant, 

2 Hold aw, and diſpa teh. 

Pape pers" you you—l Nos 3 dk i impaib to 
ou acquainted with Madam 
2 An't ſhe a Papiſt ? 

Sub. Undoubtedly. 

Buck. .'Then III ha: nothing to ſay to "Y 

Sub. Oh, fie! who minds the religion of a pretty wo- 
man? Beſides, all this country are of the ſame. 

Back. For that reaſon I don't care how ſoon I get out 
of ĩt Come, let's get rid of you all as ſoon as we can. 
—And what are you, hey? _ 

_ Te 2 ruquier, monßeur. 

oghh, — ſon 2 —— | 

Buck 4 Tam a pri could you en What? 
are you. aſham'd of your mother tongue? I knew this 
fellow. was a. puppy, by his pig- tail. Come, let's fee 
your handy work. 

Barb. e I found you were in a harry, I have brought 
you, fir, ſomething. that will do for the preſent: but a 

eruque is a different anurage, another ſort of a thing 

ere, from what it is ex Angleterre ; we muſt conſult — 
colour of the complexion, and the aur de viſage, 
form of the face; for which end it will be — 1 | 
regard your countenance in different lights——A | 
to the right, if you pleaſe. 

Buck. Why you dog, dy'e think T'It ſubmit to be ex» 
erciſed by. you ? 

Barb.” Oh; mon Dieu! Monſieur, if you don' t, it will 
be e * wig comm'il faut. * 
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Buck. Sirrah, ſpeak | another French word, and III 
ki k you down ſtairs. 

Barb. Gad's curſe! would you reſemble ſome of your 
countrymen, who at firſt i importation, with nine hairs of 
a fide to a brawny pair of cheeks, look like a Saracen's 
head! or elſe their water-gruel jaws ſunk in a thicket of 
curls, appear for all the world like a lark in a ſoup difh! 
Sub. 8 *(quire, ſubmit; tis but for once. 

Buck. Well, "+ what muſt I do? [ Places him in a chair. 
Barb. To the right, fir—now to the left—now your 
Full—and now, fir, I'll do your buſineſs. * 
Sub. Look at yourſelf a little; fee what a revolution 
this has occaſioned in your whole figure. 

Back. Yes! a bloody, p Pe — indeed! But tis a 
figure I am damnably aſham' of I would not be ſeen * 
by Jack Wildfire, or Pick Riot, for fifty pounds, in this 
. 2 all _ 2 
Su n onour, dre tly improves ou.— 
Your opinionia Mr. Claffic ? oft Ave . | 

CM They do mighty well, fir; and in a little time 
Mr. Buck will be eaſy in them. 

' Buck, Shall I? I am glad on't, for I'm damnably un- 
eaſy at preſent, Mr. Subtle. What muſt I do now?. © 
85. Now, fir, if you'll call upon my wife, you'll 
find Lucinda with her, and I'll wait on you preſent! 
| Buck, Come along, Domine! But harkee, Mr. Subtle, 
FI out of trammels, when J hunt with the king. 
Sub. Well! well! | 
Buck. I'll” on with my jemmies ; none of your black 
bags and jack- boots for me. 
S$zb. No! no! 
| Buck. III ſhew them the odds on't! old der- tall! 
I'will! hey! SAR. 
Sub. Ay! ay! | 
Buck. Hed e, take, or ſtile! over we go! 
Seb. Ay! Bot Mr. Claſſic waits. 

& Buck, But dy'e think they'll follow? 


Sab. 
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Sub. Oh, no! Impoſſible! 

Buck. Did I tell you what a chace ſhe carry'd me laſt * 
Chriſtmas Eve; we unkennell'd at | 
Sub. I am buſy now; at any other time. | 

Buck. You'll follow us. I have ſent for my hounds + 
and horſes. | 

Fub. Have you? 3 

Buck, They ſhall make the tour of Europe with me: 
and then there's Tom Atkins the huntſman, the two) 
whippers in, and little Joey the groom, comes with them. 
Dammee, what a ſtrange place they Il think this. But 
no.matter for that; then we ſhall be company enough of 


= 
| 


ourſelves. But you'll follow us in? | | 

Sub. In ten minutes. An impertinent” jackanapes}>* 
But I ſhall: ſoon ha' done with him 80, gentlemen; : 
well, you ſee. we have a good ſubject to work upon. 
Harkee, Dauphine, I muſt. have more than twenty per 
cent, out of that ſuit. 

Dauph. Upon my ſoul, Mr. Subtle, I cant. 

Sub, Why I have always that upon new. 

Dauph. New! Sir! why as I hope to be— - | 

Sub. Come don't lie; don't damn yourſelf, Dauphine; 
don't be a rogue; did not I fee at Madam Fripon's that 
waiſtcoat and ſlee ves upon Colonel Crambo? 

Daupb. As to the waiſtcoat and ſleeves I own; but 
for the body and lining may I never ſee 

Sub. Come, don't be a ſcoundrel; ſive and thirty, or 


I've done. | 
Dauph. Well, if I muſt, I mutt. -. | SE 
Sub. Oh, Soltairg! I can't pay the draft of Mr. 

theſe ſix weeks; I want money. 
Soli. Fe ſuis dans le mime: cas—je 8 | 
Sub, What d' ye mutiny, raſcal? about your buſineſs, 

or- 17 Irn. 

I muſt keep theſe fellows under, or I ſhall have a fine + 

time on't ; they know they can't do witho t me. 

| | Engliſoman in 7 5 
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Fou may remember, ſcarce five years are paſt, 


The Adriatick wedded by our duke; 
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- -PrIVLI, : 
N O more! I'll hear no more; begone, and leave me. 
Zaff. Not hear me! by my ſufferings, but you ſhall! 


My lord, my lord! I'm not that abje& wretch | 
You think me: [wg gab where's the diſtance throws 


oo 


Me back fo far, but 1 may boldly ſpeak - 
In right, tho' proud oppreſſion will not hear? 

Pri. Have you not wrong'd me? 

Faff. Could my nature e er 
Haye brook'd injuſtice, or the doing wrongs, 
I need not now thus low have bent myſelf 
To gain a hearing from a cruel father. 
Wrong d you! 

Pn. Yes, 2 me in the niceſt point, 

The honour of wy, ouſe; you've done me wrong. 
You may remember (for I now will ſpeak -. 
And urge its baſeneſs) when you firſt came home | 
From travel, with ſuch hopes as made you Iook'd on 
By all men's eyes, a youth of expeRation ; | 
eas d with your growing virtue, I received you; 
Coprted and ſought to raiſe you toyqur merits : 
My houſe, my table, nay, my fortune too 
My very ſelf was yours; you might have us'd me 
'To your beft ſervice ; like an open friend 77 


I treated, truſted you, and thought you mine: 


When, in requital of my beſt endeavours, 
You treacherouſly practisd to undo me, 
Seduced the weakneſs of my age's darling, 


= My only child, and ſtole her from my boſom : 
Oh! Belvidera! LR eg | 
2276 "Tis to me you owe her, 

= Childleſ: 


you had been elſe, and in the grave 
Your name extinct; no more Priuli heard of. 


Since in your Brigantine you fail'd to ſee 


a, 
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And I was with you: your unſkilful pilot 
Daſh'd us upon a rock; when to your boat 
You made for ſafety, enter'd firſt yourſelf; 

Th' affri x bear Belvidera, following next, 

As ſhe ſtood trembling on the veſſel's fide, 

Was by a wave waſh' Jof! into the deep; 

When inſtantly I plung'd into the ſea, 

And, buffeting the e billows to her reſcue, 
Redeem'd her Jife with halt the loſs of mine. 
Like a rich conqueſt, in one hand T bore her, 
And with the other daſh'd the ſaucy waves, 
That throng'd and preſs d to rob me of my prize: 
I brought her, gave her to your deſpairing arms: 
Indeed you thank'd me; but a nobler gratitude 
Roſe in her ſoul : for from that hour i 

Till for her life ſhe paid me with herſelf. 


e lov'd me, 


Pri. You ſtole her from me; like a thief you ſtole her 


At dead of night; that curſed hour you — 
To rifle me o all my heart held dear. | 
May all your joys in her prove falſe like mine; : 
A iterile fortune, and a barren bed, 
Attend you both ; continual diſcord make 
Your 2 and days bitter and grievous ſtill: 
May the hard hand of a vexatious need 
reſs and grind you; till at laſt you find 
e curſe of diſobedience all your portion. 


Faff. Half of your curſe you have beſtowed in vain: 


Heav'n has already crown'd our faithful loves 
With a young boy, ſweet as his mother's beauty : 
May he live to prove more gentle than his e 
And happier than his father. 

Pri. Rather live 
To bate thee for his bread, nd, at your ears 
With hungry crjes; whilſt his unhappy mother 
Sits down and weeps in bitterneſs of want. 

aff. You talk, as if twould pleaſe you, 
Pri, "Twoulg, by Heaven! 


r 


Once ſhe was dear indeed ; the drops that fell 


From my ſad heart, when ſhe — her duty, , 
The fountain of my life was not ſo precious: 
But ſhe is gone; and, if I am a man, 
I will forget her. 

Jaß. Would I were in my grave. 

Pri. And ſhe too with thee: 


For, living here, you're but my curs'd . 


I once was happy 
Ja. You uſe me thus, becauſe you know my foul . 
Is fond of Belvidera :. you perceive 
_ life feeds on her, therefore thus you treat me: 
could my ſoul e er have found ſatiety: : 
Were I that thief, the doer offuch wrongs - 
As you upbraid me with, what-hinders me, 
But I might ſend her back to you with contumely, . 


And court 0 fortune where ſhe wou' d be Render r 


Pri. You dare not do't. * 
Taff. Indeed, my lord, I dare not. 
My heart, that awes me, is too much my maſter : | 
"Three years are paſt, fince firſt our vows were plighted, '. 
During which time, the world muſt bear me witneſs, _ -. 
Pve treated Belvidera like a daughter, 2 
The daughter of a ſenator of Venice: 
Diſtinction, place, attendance, and ee 
Due to her birth, ſhe always has commanded. 
Out of my little Fortune Tve done this; 


HBecauſe (though hopeleſs e er to win pow nature): . 


The world might ſee I lov'd her for 
Not as the heireſs of the great Priuli. 


Pri. No more. 
' Faff. Ves, all, and then alien for ever. 


There's not a wretch, that lives on common dane, 


But's happier than me: for I've known 


The luſcious ſweets of plenty; every night 
Have ſlept with ſoft-content about my heady | 
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Vet now muſt fall like a full ear of corn, 

Whoſe bloſſom 'ſcap'd; yet wither'd in the ripening. 
Pri. Home, and be humble, ſtudy to retrench ; 

Diſcharge the lazy vermin of thy hall, | 

Reduce the glittering trappings of thy wife 

To humble weeds, fit for thy little ſtate : 

'Then to ſome ſuburb cottage both retire; 

Drudge to feed loathſome life; gets brats and ſtarve 

Home, home, I fay— — [Ex. 
Taff. Yes, if my heart would let me 

This proud this ſwelling heart: home I would go, 

But that my doors are hateful to my eyes, 

Fill'd and damm'd up with gaping creditors, 

Watchful as fowlers when their game will ſpring : 

I've now not fifty ducats in the world, 

Yet ſtill I'm in love, and pleas'd with ruin, 

Oh! Belvidera! Oh! ſhe's my wife | 

And we will bear our wayward fate together, 

But ne er know comfort more. 

Enter Pierre.“ 

Pier. My friend, good morrow, 

Hou fares the honeſt partner of my heart? FRIED 

What, melancholy ? not a word to ſpare me! quality, 
7aff. I'm thinking, Pierre, how that damn'd ftarving- 

Call'd honeſty, got footing in the world. 
Pier, Why, power villany firit ſet it up, 

For its own eaſe and ſafety ; honeſt men 

Are the ſoft eaſy cuſhions; on which knaves 

Repoſe and fatten : were all mankind*villains, 


” 1 


They'd ſtarve each other; lawyers would want practice, 


Cut-throats rewards: each man would kill his brother 
Himſelf; none would be paid or hang d for murder: 
Honeſty ! *twas a cheat invented firit 
To bind the hands of bold deferving rogues, 
That fools and cowards might fit ſaſe in power, 
And lord it uncontroul'd above their betters. 

Jaff. Then honeſty is but a notion? 
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Drive us like wrec | 
Whilſt no hold is left to ſave us from deſtruction. 
- Althat bear this are villains: and I one, 


That make us 


84 ] 
Pier. Nothing elſe; 


Like wit, much talk'd of, not to be defin'd : - 


He that pretends to moſt too, has leaſt ſhare in't: 
"Tis a ragged virtue, Honeſty Ino more on't.. 
Faff. Sure thou art honeſt ? 
Pier. So indeed men think me; 
But they are miſtaken, Jaffier : I am. a rogue 
As well as they; 
A. fine gay bold-fac'd villain, as thou ſeeſt me, 
"Tis true, I pay my debts, when they're contracted; 
I ſteal from no man; would not cut a throat 
To gain admiſſion to a great man's purſe, 


Or a whore's bed; I'll not betray my friend 


To get his place or fortune; I ſcorn to flatter 
A blown-up fool above to cruſh. the wretch beneath me: 
Yet, Jaffier, for all this Iam a villain, . 
Jeff A villain ! | 
ier. Ves, and a moſt notorious villain ; 


Jo fee the ſufferings of my fellow- creatures, 


And own myſelf a man: To ſee our ſenators., 

Cheat the deluded people with a ſhew + 

Of liberty, which yet they ne er muſt taſte ol. 

They fay, by them our hands are free from fetteres 

Yet whom they pleaſe-they lay in baſeſt bonds; 

Bring whom they pleaſe to infamy and ſorrow ; _ 
— down the rough tide of power, . 


Not to rouze up at the great call of nature, 
And check the growth of theſe domeſtic ſpoilers, 
— and tell us tis our charter. 
Ja. I think no ſafety can be here for virtue, 
And grieve, my friend, as much as thou to live 
In ſuch a wretched ſtate as this of Venice, | 
Where all agree to ſpoil the public good; | | 


r. 
: - 
\ +\ 
* 


And villains fatten on the brave man's labours, 
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Pier. We're neither ſafety, unity, nor peace, my 
friend 


For the foundation's loſt of common good; 
{Juſtice is lame as well as blind amongſt us; 
The laws {corrupted to their ends that make em 
Serve but for inſtruments of ſome new tyranny, 
That every day ſtarts up to enſlave us deeper. 
Now could this glorious cauſe but ſind out friends 
To do it right, oh Jaſſier! then might'| thou 

Not wear theſe ſeals of woe upon thy face; 

The proud Priuli ſhould be taught humanity, 

And to value ſuch a ſon as thou art. 

J dare not ſpeak, but my heart bleeds this moment. 

Jaf. Curs'd be the cauſe, tho' I thy friend be part 
Let me partake the troubles of thy boſom, ſor't ; 
For J am us'd to mis' ry, and pe! ; 

May find'a way to ſweeten't to thy ſpirit. 
ier. Too ſoon *twill reach thy knowledge 

Ja. Then from thee 
Let it proceed. There's virtue in thy friendſhip, 
Would make the faddeft tale of ſorrow pleaſing, 
Strengthen my conſtancy, and welcome ruin. 

Pier. Then thou art ruin'd? | 

Faff. That T long fince knew; | 
I and ill fortune have been long acquainted. 

Pier. I paſs'd this very moment by thy doors, 
And found them guarded by a troop of villains ! 
'The ſons of public rapine were deftroying. 

They told me, by the ſentence of the law 

They had commiſſion to ſeize on all thy fortune: 
Nay more, Priuli's cruel hand had fign'd it. 

Here ſtood a ruffian with a horrid face, 

Lording it-o'er a pile of maſſy plate, 

Tumbled into a heap for public ſale; - 

There was another making villanous jeſts 

At thy undoing ; he had ta en poſſeſſion 

Of all thy ancient moſt domeſtick ornaments, 

Rich hangings intermix d and wronght with gold! 


— ——ä—H́ — I — — — — 
— * — 


Where brothers, 


Where there's no truth, no truſt ; where innocence 


What! ftarye like beggar's brats in froſty weather, 


—_ 
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The very bed, which on thy wedding - night 


Receivꝰ'd thee to the arms of Belvidera; 
The ſcene of all thy joys was violated 


By the coarſe hands of filthy dungeon villains, 
And thrown amongſt the common lumber. 
Jag. Now, thank Heav'n 
Pier. Thank Heav'n! for what? | | 
Taff. That I'm not worth a ducat.  . [Venice. 
Pier. Curſe thy dull ſtars, and the worſt fake of 
fiends. and fathers all are falſe ; 


Stoops under vile oppreſſion, and vice lords it. 
Hadſt thou but ſeen, as I did, how at laſt 
Thy beauteous Belvidera, like a wietch 


That's doom'd to baniſhment, came weeping forth, 


Shining thro' tears, like April ſuns in ſhowers, 

That labour to o'ercome the cloud that loads em; 

Whilſt two young virgins on whoſe arms ſhe lean'd, 

Kindly look'd up, and at her grief grew ſad, , 

As if they catch d the ſorrows that fell from her; 

Ev'n the lewd rabble, that were gather'd round 

To fee the fight, ſtood mute when they beheld ber; 

Govern'd their reg throats, and grumbled pity ; 

I cou'd have hugg'd the greaſy rogues : they pleas'd me. 
Ja,. I thank thee for this ſtory from my ſoul, 


| Since now. I know the worſt that can befal me: 


Ah, Pierre! I have a heart that could have borne — 
The rougheſt wrongs my fortune could have done me; 
But when I think what Belvidera feels, 
The bitterneſs her tender ſpirits taſte of, 
I own myſelf a coward : Bear my weakneſs; _ 
If, throwing thus my arms about thy neck, 
I play the boy, and blubber in thy boſom: 
Oh! I ſhall drown thee with my ſorrows, 

Pier. Burn, | 9 
Firſt burn, and level Venice to thy ruin. > 


Un 


% 
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Under a hedge, and whine ourſelves to death ! 

Thou, or thy. cauſe, ſhall never want aſſiſtance, 

Whilſt I have blood or fortune fit to ferve thee : 

Command my heart; thou'rt every way its maſter, 
Faff. No, there's a ſecret pride in bravely dying. 
Pier. Rats die in holes and corners; dogs ran mad; 

Man knows a braver remedy for forrow ; 

Revenge, the attribute of gods; they ftamp'd it 

With their great image on-our natures. Die! 

Conſider well the cauſe, that calls upon thee ! 

And, if thou'rt baſe enough, die then: Remember 


Thy Belvidera ſuffers, Belvidera ! : 
Die damn firſt——what ! Be decently interr'd - 


In a church-yard, and mingle thy brave duſt _ | 
With ſtinking rogues, that rot in dirty winding-ſheets, 
Sarfeit flain fools, the common dung o the foil! 

Taff, Oh. 

Pier. Well ſaid, out with't, fwear a little 

Taff. Swear! by ſea and air; by earth, by heav'n 
I will revenge my Belvidera's tears. [and hell, 
Hark thee, my friend - Priuli—-is-—a ſenator, 

Pier. A dog. 

Jar. 2 

Pier. Shoot him. 

Zaf. With all my heart. 
No more: Where ſhall we meet at night ? 

Pier. 1'll tell thee; 

On the Rialto, every night at twelve 
I take my evening's walk of meditation; 
There. we two'll meet, and talk of precious 

Taff. Varewel. 

P ier. At twelve. 

Zaff. At any hour; my plagues 


Will keep me waking. Venice Preferncd, - © | 


N IAI. ; 


? 
j 
| 
| 
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| Bp here ; and thus, the ſhades of night around meg 
T look as if all hell were in my heart, 

And I in hell. Nay, ſurely tis ſo with me! 

For every ſtep I-tread, methinkes ſome fiend 
Knocks at my breaſt, and bids it not be quiet. 
Ie heard how deſperate wretches, like myſelf, 
Have wander'd out at this dead time of night, 
To meet the foe of mankind in his walk: 

Sure I'm ſo curs'd, that,-tho' of Heav'n forſaken, 


No minifter of darkneſs cares to tempt me. 


* Hell, hell! why ſleepeſt thou? 


Enter Pierre. 

Pier. Sure I've ſtaid too long: 5 
The clock has ſtruck, and I may loſe my proſelyte 
Speak —who goes there ? 

JFaff. A dog, that comes to howl 


At vonder moon. What's he that afks the queſtion ? 


Pier. A friend to dogs, for they are honeſt creatures, 
And ne er betray their maſters ; never fawn 


: On any that they love not. Well met, friend Jaffer ! 
=. Jaf. The ſame. | FF 


I hope a man may w 
j 133 harm done. 


* 
—_ 


Pier. Where's Betvidera ? | 
Faff. For a day or two | 


T've lodg'd her privately, till I ſee farther 
What 
chou would'ft have me fit to hear good counſel, 


ortune will do with me. Prithee, friend, 


Speak not of Belvidera 
Pier. S not af her?  _ 
Ja. Oh, no! | 
Pier. Nor name her? May be I wiſh her well. 
Taff. Whom well? 
Pisr. Thy wife; oy lovely Belvidera. | 
1h his friend's wife well. 


* 


Ja, Fate merry, Pierre. 


Pier. 


ne, 
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Pier. J am ſo: 


Thou ſhalt ſmile too, and Belvidera ſmile: 
We'll all rejoice. Here's ſomething to buy pins: 
Marriage 1s chargeable. [Gives him a purſes. 
aff. I but half wiſh'd 
To ſee the devil, and he's here already. Well! 
What muſt. this buy | ? Rebellion, murder, treaſon ? 
Tell me which way muſt Lbe damn'd for this. 
Pier. When laſt we parted, we'd no qualms like theſe,, 
But entertain'd each other's thoughts hike men 
Whoſe ſouls were well acquainted. . Is the world 
Reform d ſince our laſt meeting? What new miracles: 
Have happen'd ? Has. Priuli's t relented ? 
Can he be honeſt ? 
Faff. Kind Heav'n, let heavy curſes 
Gall his old a age; cramps, aches rack his bones, 
And bittereſt diſquiet wring his heart.. 
Pier. Nay, could'ſt thou not. 
As well, my friend, have ftretch'd the curſe to all 
The ſenate round, as to one fingle villain ?- 
7 55 H. But curſes ſtick not; could I kill with corfing,. ' 
eaven I know not thirty heads in Venice -., © 
Soul not be blaſted. Senators ſhould rot 
Like dogs on dunghills—Oh! for a curſe 
To * with! 


= ier. 3 
But where are they? 
Paar. Oh! a thouſand 
May be diſpos'd of, in honeſt hands in Venice. 
g Safe. F. Thou talk'ſ in clouds. 
Pier. But yet a heart, half wrong'd | 
* chine has been, would find the meaning, Jaffier.. 
Taff. A thouſand daggers, all in honeſt hands! 
And have I not a friend will ſtick one here? 
Pier, Yes, if I thought _ wert not to be cert. 
2 a 
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To a nobler purpoſe, I would be that friend; 
But thou haft better friends; friends whom thy wron 
Have made thy friends ; friends worthy to be call'd fo. 
III truſt thee with a ſecret—There are ſpirits 
'This hour at work.—But as thou'rt a man, 
Whom I have pick'd and choſen from the world, 
Swear that thou wilt be true to what I utter; dh 
And when I've told thee that which only gods, 
And men like gods, are privy to, then ſwear 


oy: 2 or change ſhall wreſt it from thy boſom. 


When thou would'ſt bind me, is Prone need of 
For rt ſo near my heart, that thou may'ſt ſee [oaths? 
Its bottom, ſound its ſtrength and firmneſs to thee, 
Is coward, fool, or villain in my face? 
Tf I ſeem none of theſe, I dare believe 
Thou would'f not uſe me in a little cauſe; 
For 1 am fit for honour's rougheſt taſk ; 
Nor ever yet found fooling was my province: 
And for a villanous, inglorious enterprize, 
I know thy heart ſo well, I dare lay mine 
Before thee, ſet it to what point thou wilt. 
Pier. Nay, 'tis a cauſe thou wilt be fond of, Jaſier; 
For it is founded on the nobleſt baſis; 


Our liberties, our natural inheritance. 


There's no religion, no hypocri 
We do the buſineſs, e U and pray for't; 
3 act a deed the world may gaze 

h wonder at, and enyy when tis done. 

Jaf. For liberty ! 

Pier. For liberty, my friend. 
Thou ſhalt be freed — baſe Priuli's tyranny, | 
And thy ſequeſter'd fortunes heal'd again: 

I ſhall be free from thoſe opprobrious wrongs 
That me now, and bend my ſpirit downward ; 
All Venice free, and every ing o_ 
Suceeed to its juſt rights : ey growing Wd 

F rom Wiſdom's . thoſe banefl un birds, 


"Thoſe 5 
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Thoſe lazy owls, who (perch'd near Fortune's | 

Sit onl 3 with Their heavy wings * 

To cuff down new-fledg'd virtues, that would riſe 

To nobler heights, and make the grove harmonious. 
Faff. What can I do? | | 4 
Pier. Can'f thou not kill a ſenator? ' | 
Jaff. Were there one wiſe or honeſt, I could kill him, 

For herding with that neſt of fools or knaves. 

By all my wrongs, thou talk'ſ as if revenge 

Were to be had; and the brave ſtory warms me. 


1 


Pier. Swear then! 
Faff. I do, by all thoſe glittering ſtars, 
And yon great ruling planet ef the night; 
By all good Powers above, and ill below ; : 
By love and friendſhip, dearer than my life, 
No pow'r or death ſhall make me falſe to thee. . 
Pier. Here we embrace, and I'll unlock my heart. 
A council's held hard by, where the deſtruction 
Of this great empire's hatching : there I'll lead thee. 
But be a man! for thou'rt to mix with men 
Fit to diſturb the peace of all the world, 
And rule it when tis wildeſt 
Joff I give thee thanks 
For this kind warning. Yes, I'Il be a man; 
And charge thee, Pierre, whene'er thou ſeeſt my fears, 
Betray me leſs, to rip this heart of mine 
Out of my breaſt, and ſhew it for a coward's. 
Come, let's begone ; for from this hour I chaſe 
All little thoughts, all tender human follies 
Out of wy — — ſhall have room 
Revenge 
Pier. And liberty! 
Faf. Revenge! 
Pier. And liberty! | 
Taff. Revenge! revenge l|— - Venice Preſerued. 


—————_—_—_— 
. Mac- 
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IF it were done, when tis done, then 'twere well 
It were done quickly: if th' aſſaſſination 
Cou'd tramel up the conſequence, and catch 
With its fu ſucceſs ; that but this blow 
Might be the be-all and the end-all—Here, 
But here, upon this bank and ſhoal of time, 
We'd jump the life to come. But ip theſe caſes, 
We ſtill have judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody inſtructiona; which being taught return 
To plague th' inventor. Even- handed juſtice 
Returns th' ingredients of our poiſon'd chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in double truſt ; 
Firſt as I am his kinſman and bis ſubject, 
Strong both againſt the deed ; then, as his hoſt, 
Who ſhould againſt his murd rer ſhut the door, 
Not bear the knife myſelf. Befides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties ſo meek, hath been 
8 0G office, that his . 
ill , like an trumpet-tongu' t 
The dee — of ts raking off: | 
And Pity like a naked new-born babe, | 
Striding the blaſt, or heav'n's cherubim hors'd 
Upon the ſightleſs courſers of the air, 
Fhall blow the horrid deed in ev'ry oe; 
That tears ſhall drown the wind I have no ſpur 
To prick the fides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which oferleaps itſelf, 
And falls on th' other 
| Euter Lady Matbeth. 
How now ? what news? 
Lady. He's almoſt ſupp'd ; why have you left the cham- 
Mach. Hath he aſked for me? [ber ! 
Lady. Know you not he has ? | ; 
Mach.” We will proceed no farther in this buſineſs : 
He hath houour'd me of late; and I have bought 


Golden 
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Golden opinions from all ſorts of people, 
Which would be worn now in their — gloſs, 
Not caſt aſide ſo ſoon. 

Lady. Was the hope drunk, 
Wherein you dreſt yourſelf ? hath it ſlept ſince ? 
And wakes it now, to look fo green and pale 
At what it did ſo freely ? from his time 
Such I account thy love ? Art thou afraid 
To be the ſame i in thine own act and valour, 
As thou art in deſire? would'ſt thou have that, 
Which thou efteem'ft the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own eſteem ? 
Letti = dare not, wait upon = would, 
Like t — cat in th 

Mach. r'ythee, peace: 
I Jare do all That . 
Who dares do more, is none. 

Lady. What beaſt was't then, 
That made you break this enterprize to me? 
When you durſt do it, then you were a man; 
As (to be more than what you were) yon would 
Be ſo mach more the man. Nor time, nor oo. 
Did then cohere, and yet you would make 
They've made themſelves ; and that their dene now 

Does unmake you. 1 have given ſuck, and know 
How tender tis to love the habe that milks me 
I would, while it was ſmiling in my face, 
Have pluckt my nipple from his boneleſs gums, | 
And daſh't the brains out, had I but fo [worn 
As you have done to this. 

Mach. If we ſhould fail. 

Lat: » We fail ? 
But ſcrew your courage to the ſticking place, 
And we'll not fail. en Duncan 1s aſleep, 
(Whereto the rather ſhall his day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him) his two chamberlains 

WALL w = wine and waſſel to convince, ' 
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THat memory (the warder of the brain) 
Shall be a fume; and the receipt of reaſon 
A limbeck only; when in ſwiniſh ſleep 
Their drenched natures lie as in death, 
What cannot'you- and I perform-upon 
Th' unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 
His ſpongy officers, who ſhall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell? 
Macb. Bring forth men- children only! 
For thy undaunted metal ſnould compoſe 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv'd 
When we have mark'd with blood thoſe ſleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers, . 
That . e don't? 
Lady. Who dares reeeive it other, 
As we ſhall make our griefs and clamour roar, 
Upon his death ? font 
Macb. I'm ſettled, and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible ſeat. 
Away, and mock the time with faireſt ſhow, | 
Falſe face muſt hide what the falſe heart doth know. . 
ö Macbeth, . 
[> 4 4, 
———— — ue mma oromamnn 


Ma CBETH,. and a Servant. 


Go, bid thy miſtreſs, when my-drink 1s ready, . 
She ſtrike upon the bell. Get thee to bes. 
| | Exit Serv. k 


Is this a dagger which I fee before me, | 
The handle tow'rd my hand ? come, let me clutch thee, 
I have thee not, and yet I fee thee ſtill, $3 + 
Art thon not, fatal viſion, ſenſible 

To feeling as to fight? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind, a falſe creation 
* 12 , 
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Proceeding from the beat - oppreſſed brain ? 
I fee thee yet in form as palpable F 
As this which now I draw ————— | . 
Thou marſhal'ſt me the way that I was going; 
And ſuch an inftrument I was to uſe. 
Mine eyes are made the fools o' th* other ſenſes; 
Or elſe worth all the reſt——1 fee thee ſtill; 
And on thy blade and dudgeon, gouts of blood, 
Which was not ſo before. There's no ſuch thing.— 
It is the bloedy buſineſs, which informs 
Thus to mine eyes——Now o'er one half the world 
Nature ſeems dead, and wicked dreams abuſe 
The curtain'd fleep; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's offerings : and wither'd murder, 
 (Alarm'd by his ſentinel, the wolf, 

oſe howls his watch) thus with his ftealthy 2 
With Tarquin's raviſhing ftrides, tow'rds his defi 
Moves like a ghoſt Thou ſound and firm- ſet , 
Hear not my ſteps, which way they tread, for fear 
Thy very ftones prate of my where about; 
And take the preſent horror from the time, 
Which now ſuits with it—whilft I threat, he lives 

[4 bell rings. 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 
] go, and it is done; the bell inyites me. 
ear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell 


That ſummons thee to heav'n, or to hell: [Exits 
| Enter Lady Macbeth. F 
Lady. That which hath made them drunk, hath made 
[ me bold; 


| What hath quench'd them, hath given me fire. Hark! 
It was the owl that ſhriek'd, the fatal bell-man, ¶ peace 

Which gives the — night — he is about ii— * 

The doors are ; the ſurfeited grooms 

Do mock heis homes with ſnores. I've drugg d their 

That death and nature do contend about them, {poſlets, 

Whether they live or die, | 2 


[ 146 1 


| Enter Macbeth. 
 Macb. Who's there? what, ho? 
Lady. Alack! I am afraid, they have awak d; 
And ; tis done; th' attempt and not the deed, =« 
Confounds us—hark !—1 laid their daggers ready, 
He could not miſs em. Had he not reſembled 
My father as he ſlept, I had don't—My huſband ! | 
Mach. I've done the. deed... Didſt thou not hear a: 
[noiſe ?: 
Lady. I heard the owl ſcream, and: the crickets ery. 


Did you not ſpeak :? 


Mach. When ? 
Lady. Now. 
Macs. As I deſcended ? 
Lady. Ay. 
Mach. Hark! — who lies 1' th' ſecond chamber? 
Lady. Donalbain. | 
Mach. This is a ſorry ſight. - [Looks en his hands. 
Lach. A fooliſh thought, to ſay, a ſorry ſight. 
Mach. There's one did laugh in's ſleep, and one cried: 
[murder l 
They wak d each other; and I ſtood and heard them; 
But they did ſay their prayers, and addreſs d them | 
Again to ſleep. | F 2+ jo] 
Lady. There are two lodg'd together. h 
Macb. One cry'd, God bleſs us! and Amen, the other; 


As they had ſeen me with theſe hangman's hands. 


Liſt*ning their fear, I could not ſay, Amen, 
When they did ſay, God bleſs us. 8 

Lady. Conſider it not ſo deeply. | 

Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen 


* 


Thad moſt need of bleſſing, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat! ; 


Lady. Theſe deeds muſt not be thought 
After theſe days; fo, it will make us mad. 


= 


Mach. Methought, I heard a voice cry, ſleep no more! 
Sleep, 


Macbeth doth murder ſleep; the innocent ſleep; 
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Sleep, that knits up the revell'd ſleeve of care, 
The death of each day's life, fore labour's bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature's ſecond courſe, 
Chief nouriſher in life's feaſt. 
What do you mean? 
Mach. Still it cry'd, Sleep no more, to all the houſe; 
Glamis hath murder'd ſleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall fleep no more; Macbeth ſhall ſleep no more! 
Lady. Who was it, that thus cry'd ? why worthy Thane, 
You do unbend your noble ſtrength, to think 
So brain-fickly of things: go, get ſome water, 
And waſh this filthy witneſs from your hand. - 
Why did you bring theſe daggers from the place? 
They muſt lie there. Go carry them, and ſmear 
The ſleepy grooms with blood. 
Mach. F'll go no more, 
Look on't again, I dare not. 
Lady. Infirm of purpoſe! 
Give me the daggers ; the ſleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures; tis the eye of childhood, 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed 
Ly! gild the faces of the grooms withal, 
For it muſt ſeem their guilt. [ Exit. 
nocks within, 
Mach. Whence is that knocking ? Starting. 
How is't with me, when every noiſe 2 me? 
What hands are here? ha! they pluck out mine eyes. 
Will all great Neptune's ocean waſh this blood 
Clean from my hand? no, this my hand will rather 
Thy multitudinous ſea incarnadine, "4 
Making the green one red 
Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady. My hands are of your colour; but I ſhame __ 
To wear a heart ſo white; I hear a knocking [R. 
At the ſouth entry. Retire we to our chamber; 
A little water clears us of this deed. | 
How eaſy is it then? your conſtancy 


Hath 
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| Hath left you unattended—hark, more knocking ! { Knack, 
Get on your night-gown, leſt occaſion calls us, 
And ſhew us _ watchers; be not loſt 
So poorly in your thoughts. 
| b. To know my deed, twere - beſt not know my- 
| 8 ſelf. 
Wake Duncan, with this knocking : would thou could'ft, 
Macbeth 


n and NuksE: IsaBELLA'S Gittle Sor at play 
Wp3H the Floor. 


ISABELLA. 


Soonrs, or later, all things, paſs away, 
| And are no more. The beggar and the king, 
3 With equal ſteps, tread forward to their end: 
Ihb' reconciling grave ſwallows diſtinction firſt, that made 
Ihen all alike he down in peace together. us foes, 
When will that hour of peace arrive for me! 
In heaven I ſhall find it—not in heav'n, 
If my old tyrant father can diſpoſe 
Of things above—but there his intereſt 
May be as poor as mine, and want a friend 
As much as I do here. [ Weeping, 
Mun. Good Madam, be comforted. 
Ta. Do I deſerve to be this outcaſt wretch ? 
Abandon'd thus, and loſt * But tis my lot, 
The will of Heav'n, aud I nuſt not complain: 
- I will not for myſel let me hear all 
© * The violence of your wrath! but ſpare my child: | 
Let not my fins be viſited on him: 2 
They are; they muſt! a general ruin falls | 
On every thing about me, thou art loſt, 
Poor nurſe, by being near me. 


Narſe. 


: 
1 
* R 0 * 
— 9 y 
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Nurſe. I can work, or beg, to do you ſervice; 
La. Could I forget 
What I have beek, | wght the better bear 
What I am deſtin'd to—I'm not the firſt 
That have been wretched—but to think how much 
I have been happier !—Wild hurrying thoughts 
Start every where from my diſtracted ſoul, 
To find out hope, and only meet deſpair. 
20 Enter Sampſon. 
What anſwer have 1 _ . — 
Samp. Why truly, very little to the purpoſe; like a 
Jew ＋* is, he favs you have had more — than the 
jewels are worth—he wiſhes you would rather think of 
redeeming em, than expect any more money upon em. 
1/a. "Tis very well Exit Sampſets 
So—Poverty at home, and debts abroad ! 
My preſent fortune bad; my hopes yet worſe! 
What will become of me! 
The ring is all I have left of value now 
*'Twas given me by my huſband—his firſt gift 
oe our marriage—T've always kept it, | 
ith my beſt care, the treaſure next my life—- 
Which only can be dearer. Take it, nurſe, 
"Twill ſtop the cries of hunger for a time 
Take care of it— 
Manage it as the laſt remaining friend > 
That would relieve us. [Exit Nurſe.]  Heav'n-can © 
Where we ſhall find another — My dear boy! [only tell 
The labour of his birth was lighter to me | 
- Than of my fondneſs now; my fears for him 
Are more, than in that hour of hovering death, 
They could be for myſelf—He minds me not, 
His little ſports have taken up his thoughts— 
x Oh! may they never feel the pangs of mine! 8 
* Thinking will make me mad why muſt I think, 
When no thought brings me comfort? : 


- 
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Nurſc. Oh, Madam! = are utterly ruin'd and un- 
done ; your creditors of all kinds are come in upon you ; 
they have muſter'd up a regiment of rogues, that are come 

to plunder your houſe, and ſeize upon all you have in 
the world; they are below; what will you do, Madam? 
La. Do! wy no, for I am born to ſuffer. 
| Enter Carlos to ber. 
Car. Oh, ſiſter! can L call you by that name, 
And be the ſon of this inhuman man 
Inveterate-to your ruin? Do not think 
I am a- kin to his barbarity— - 
1 muſt abhor my father's. uſage of you 
And. from my, bleeding, honeſt heart, muſt pity, 
Pity, your loſt condition. Can you think 
Of any way that I may ſerve-you in? 
But what enrages moſt my ſenſe of grief, 
My ſorrow for your wrongs, is, that my father, 
Foreknowing well the ſtorm that was to fall, 
Has order'd me not tg appear for you, 

1. I thank your pity ; my poor huſband fell 
For diſobeying him; do not you ſtay 
To venture his diſpleaſure too for me. | | 

Car. You muſt reſolve on ſomething ———— [ Exit. 
Ia. Let my fate | ich 
Detern ine for me; I ſhall be d. 
The worſt that can befal me is to die LA. 
Hark, they are coming; let the torrent roa - 

It can but overwhelm me in its fall; | | 


And life and death are now alike to me, 


* 
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h Tx heard of witches, magic ſpells, and charms, 
Tut have made nature tart Bom her old courſe 
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The ſun has beeneclips'd, and the moon drawn don 
From her career, ſtill — and ſubdu d 
To the abuſes of this under world! 
Now I believe all poſſible. This ring, 
This little ring, with a necromantic force, 
Has rais'd the ghoſt of pleafure to my fears 
Conjur'd the ſenſe of honour, and of love, 
ry ſuch ſhapes, they-fright me from myſelf! 
L dare not think of them 
Enter Nurſc. 
Narfe. Madam, the gentleman's below: 
Ja. IT had forgot; eee e with him. 


[Exit Nerf. 
This ring \ was the firſt preſent of my 
To Biron, my firſt huſband I muſt wr fr 
To think. I have a ſecond. Biron. dy'd. 
{Still to my loſs) at Candy; there's my hope. 
Oh, do I hve to hope that he dy'd there! 
It muſt be ſo—he's ad, and this ring left 
By his laſt breath, to ſome known faithful friend, 

Jo bring me back again ; [Biroz intruduced , Mug retiress- 
That's I have to truſt to— 
My fears were woman 'I have view'd him all; 
And let me, let me ſay it to myſelf, 
E live again, and riſe 4 from his tomb. 

Bir. Have yon forgot me quite? 

Bi. Then nene my diſguiſe, and my milf 
Bir. Then farewel my iſe, an ortune. 
My Iſabella! 0 " 


PAs ud 5 t0 ber; . fe fricks, _— in @ fat. 


5 O] come agaia 
Thy Biron ſummons thee to life and love; 
Ty once-lov'd ever-oving] buſband calle— 
5 Biron ſpeaks to thee. 
Ja. My. huſband! Biron ? 
02 
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What hand of Providence has brought you back 
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Bir. Exceſs of love and joy, for my return | 
Has overpow'r'd her—I was to blame | 
To take thy ſex's ſoftneſs unprepar'd— | 
But finking thus, thus dying in my arms, 

This ecſtacy has made my welcome more 
Than words could ſay—words may be counterfeit, 
Falſe coin'd, and current only from the tongue, 
Withoat the mind; but paſſions in the ſoul, 
Do always ſpeak the heart. | 
I. Where have I been? Why do you keep him from me? 
I knew his voice my life upon the wing, 
» Hears the ſoft lure that brings me back again: 
Tis he himſelf, my Biron, the dear man! 
My-'true-lov'd huſband ! Do I hold you faſt, 
Never to part again ? | 
If I muſt fail, death's welcome in theſe arms. 
> Bir, Live ever in theſe arms! | 
lf. But pardon me, ö , 
Excuſe the wild diſorder of my ſoul ; + 
The joy, the ſtrange ſurpriſing joy of ſeeing you, 1 
Of ſeeing you again, diſtracted me- 
Bir. Thou everlaſting goodneſs! | 
Ja. Anſwer me—— KY 


To your own home again! O, ſatisfy  _- k  ' 
TY impatience of my heart lopg to know I 
The ſtory of your ſufferings. f 4 
But tell.me-all, . . | 
For every thought confounds ine, 4 
Bir. My beſt life; at leiſure, all. | 
Ja. We thought you dead; kill'd at the fiege of Candy. 
Bir. There J tell among the dead; | 
But hopes of live reviving from the wounds, 
I waspreſerv'd but to be made a flave : 
I often writ to my hard father, but never had 
An anſwer: I writ to thee too 4 
The What a world of woe | R es 
| 8 ad 
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E 
Had Veen prevented, but in ering _ you! 
Bir. Alas! thou couldſt not hel 
La. You do not know how much Leould ha' done: 
At leaſt, I'm ſure I could have ſuffer d all: 
I: would have fold myſelf to ſlavery, 
Without redemption; : giv'n up my child, 
The deareſt part of me to baſeſt wants 
Bir. My little boy! 
2 My life, — to have heard 
You were alive which now too late I find. len. 
Bir. No more, my love; complaining of the 
We loſe the preſent joy. Tis over price 


Of all my pains, that thus we meet again 


J have a thouſand things to ſay to thee—— 


Ja. Weu'd J were paſt the hearing! Ade. 
Bir. How does my child, my boy, my father too ?. 
J hear he's living ſtill. 


Iz. Well both, both well: 
And may he prove a father to your hopes, 
Though we have found him none. . 
Bir. Come, no more tears. 
1a. Seven long years of ſorrow for your loſs, 
Have mourn'd with me 
Bir, And all my days behind 
Shall be cmploy'd in a kind recompence 
For thy afflictions—Can't I ſee my boy? 
I. He's gone to bed—IIl — him brought to you, | 
Bir. 'To-morrow I ſhall ſee him; I wantreſt 
Myſelf, after my weary, pilgrimage. 
La. Alas! what ſhall I get for you? | 
Bir. Nothing but reſt, my hel to night. I would not. 
Be known, if poſſible, to your family; 


I ſee my nurſe is with you ; her welcome 
Would be tedious, at this time: 
'To-morrow will do better. 


Ja. I'll diſpoſe of her, and order every thing 


Av you would have it, N Feit, 


O 3 | Bir- 


1 
' 
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2 What has ſhe, in my abſence, undergone ? 


| 1 Prayers have their bleſſings to rewa 


. 7 


Fir. Grant me but life, good Heav'n, and give the 


To make this wond'rous goodneſs ſome amends— means 


And let me then forget her, if I can! 
Oh |! ſhe deſerves of me much more than I 
Can loſe for her, though I again could venture 
A father and his fortune, for her love! 
You wretched fathers, blind as fortune all! 
Not to perceive that ſuch a woman's worth 
Weighs down the portions you provide your ſons : 
What is your traſh, what all your heaps of gold, 
Compar'd to this, my heart-felt happineſs ? 
| [| Burſts into tears. 


I muſt not think of that; it drives me back 


22 Upon myſelf, the fated cauſe of all. 


| Jabella returns, 
La. I have obey'd 2 pleaſure; 
Every thing is ready for you. 
Bir. 1 can want nothing here; poſſeſſing thee, 


All my deſires are carried to their aim 


Of happineſs; there's no room for a wiſh, | 


But to continue ſtill this bleſſing to me— | 


I know the way, my love. 

La. Shall I attend you? 

Bir. By no means; 
Tve been ſo long a flave to others pride, 


Jo learn, at leaſt, to wait upon myſelf; 


You'll make haſte after [ Goes in; 
La. I'll but ſay my prayers, and follow you. — 

My prayers! no, 1 muſt never. ꝓray again. 

| our hopes, 

But I have nothing left to hope for more. 

What Heay'n cou'd give, I Rave enjoy'd ; but now 

'The baneful planet riſes on my fate, | 

And what's to come, is a long line of woe, 

Yet I may ſhorten it—— > 


I promis d him to follow——him! 25 * 


Es 
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Is he without a name? Biron, my huſband, 
To follow him to bed—my huſband ! ha! 
What then is Villeroy! But yeſterday 
That very bed receiv'd him for its lord. 
Oh, Biron, hadft thou come but one day ſooner, 
I wou'd have follow'd thee through beggary, 
'Through all the chances of this weary lite; \ 
Wander'd the many ways of wretchedneſs 
With thee, to find a hoſpitable grave; | 
For that's the only bed that's left me now. Weeping. 
What's to be done ?—for ſomething muſt be done. 
Two huſbands ! yet not one! By both enjoy'd, 
And yet a wife to neither ! Hold, my brain— 
Ha! a lucky thought | 
Works the right way to rid me of em all; 
All the reproaches, infamies, and ſcorns, 
'That every tongue and finger will find for me, 
Let the juſt horror of my apprehenſions 
But keep me warm— no matter what can come. 
*Tis but a blow—yet I will fee him firſt— 
Have a laſt look to heighten my deſpair, 
And then to reſt for ever 
Biron meets her. 
Bir. Deſpair, and reſt for ever! Iſabella ! 
Theſe 3 are far from thy condition; 
And be they ever ſo ! I heard thy voice, 
And could not bear thy abſence—come, my love! 
You have ftaid long, there's nothing ſure 
Now to deſpair of in ſucceeding fate. 
La. J am contented to be miſerable, 
But not this way I've been too long abus'd, 
And can believe no more. 
Let me ſleep on to be deceiv'd no more. 8 
Bir. Look up, my love; I never did deceive thee, 
Nor ever can ; believe thyſelf, thy eyes | 
That firſt inflam'd, and lit me to my love, 
Thoſe ſtars, that ſtill muſt guide me to my joys, 
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La. And me to my undoing— look round 


And find no path, but 0908; Sy to. the grave, 


Bir. L cannot underſtand 
Th. If marriages. 
Are made in heav'n, they ſhould be happier—- 
Why was I made this wretch ?. 
Bir. Has marriage made thee wretched. ? 
Ja. Miſerable, beyond the reach of comfort. 
Bir, Do I hve to hear thee ſay ſo? 
Za. Why! what did I ſay ? 
Bir. That I made thee miſerable. 
Ia. No; you are my only earthly happineſs ;. 
Aud my falſe tongue bely'd my ho neſt heart, 


I it ſaid otherwiſe. 


Bir. And yet you ſaid, 
Your marriage made you miſerable. | 
I. I know not what I ſfaid— 
Fve ſaid too much, unleſs I could ſpeak all. 

Bir. Thy words are wild; my eyes, my ears, my 


Were all ſo full of thee, ſo much Face ode; ſheart,. 
In wonder of thy charms, I could not it; 


1 


27 1 E. Hen Hun it plain 


ou'll tell nobody 2 


. Thou art not well. 
Ja. Indeed I am not; I knew that before 
But where's the remedy ?- 


Bir. Reſt will relieve thy cares—come, come, no more; 


Tl. baniſh ſorrow from thee. 
Ja. Baniſh firſt the cauſe. 


Bir. Heav'n knows how willingly.. 


Ja. You are the only cauſe. 

Am I the cauſe? the cauſe of thy misfortunes ?* 
Ihe: The fatal, innocent cauſe of all my woes. 
Bir. Is this my welcome home? This the reward 


Of all my miſeries, long labours, pains, 


And pining wants of wretched. flave 
Which I've oatliv'd, only in hopes o thee ! 


- Ot. 
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Am I thus paid at laſt for deathleſs love! 


And call'd the cauſe of thy misfortunes now ? 
Ja. Inquire no more; *twill be explain'd too ſoon. 
[ She is going off 
Bir. What! Can'ſt thou leave me too ? [ He flops for: 
Ja. Pray let me go— 
For both our ſakes, permit me— 
Bir. Rack me not with imaginations 
Of things impoſſible Thou can'ft not mean 
What thou haſt ſaid—Yer ſomething ſhe muſt mean. 
—* Twas madneſs all Compoſe thyſelf, my love! 
'The fit is paſt ; all may be well again— | 
Let us to bed. 
1/a. To-bed ! You've rais'd the ſtorm 
Will ſever us for ever Oh, Biron ! 
On my knees, | 
(The laſt time I ſhall care to be believ d) 
I beg you, beg to think me innocent, 
Clear of all crimes, that thus can-baniſh me- 
From this world's comforts, in my loſing you. 
Since we muſt part - 
Bir. Nothing ſhall ever part us. 
La. Oh! there's a fatal ſtory to be told; 


hee deaf to that, as Heav'n has been to me ! 


* 
b 


When thou ſhalt hear how much thou haſt been wrong d, 

How wilt thou curſe thy fond-believing heart, 

Tear me from the warm boſom of thy love, 

And throw me like a pois'nous weed away 

No, all things have their end. | 

When J am dead, forgive and pity me. [ Exit. 
Bir. Stay, my Iſabella— 

What can ſhe mean? Theſe donbtings will diſtract me: 

Some hidden miſchief ſoon will burſt to light; 

J cannot bear it—I muſt be ſatisfied — 

Tis ſhe, my wife, mult clear this darkneſs to me. 


She ſhall—if the ſad tale at laſt muſt come ;, 
She 1s my fate, and beſt can ſpeak my doom. 


———ͤ 
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rd Bion, Nurſe following him. 


W- - 1 enough: th' important queſtion 
Of life or death, fearful to be reſolv' d, 
Is clear to me: I fee where it muſt end; 
And need enquire no more—Pray let me have 
Pen, ink, and paper; I muft write awhile, 
And then I Il try to reft—to reſt for ever! [Exit Narfeo 
Poor Iſabella! Now I know the cauſe, 
+ The cauſe of thy diſtreſs, and cannot wonder 
| That it has turn'd thy bran. If I leck back 
| 2 thy loſs, it will diſtract me too. 
+6 any curſe but this might be remoy'd !' 
But *twas the rancorous ity 
= = 3 .combin'd, of Heav* — * fate 
0 impious 1 rave 
Why do 1 — the ſtars, or Heav'n, or fate? 
| are all innocent of driving us 5 
Into deſpair: they have not urg d my doom: 
M father and my brother are the fates, 
I bat drive me to my ruin. They knew well 
I was alive. Too well they knew how dear 
My Iſabella— Oh, my wife no more bee 
4 w-dear her love was to me—Yet they ſtood. 
* > ery 1 ere — Joy, | ſtood —4 
* aw her give up all my 
The treaſure of —— — 
Þ have but to accuſe you of my ON 
And then to fall forgotten Sleep or death 
Sits heavy on me, and benumbs my pains: 
Either is welcome; but the hand of death 
— e ee 1 beſt 5 my eyes. 
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enduring it, if you don't permit me to correct her. 


now I threaten'd to complain to you of her, ſhe ſaid ſhe 


* 
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1 COME to tell your highneſs, there is no bearing that 
— Slave; ſne ſays ſuch things, and does ſuch hogs 

at— | | 

Sultan. Why, what is't ſhe does? 

Of. She mimics me — nay, and mimics you too. 
Sul. Pho, pho. 

. Advice is loſt upon her When I attempt to 
give it, ſhe falls to ſinging and dancing—There is no 


* 
" hd 


* 
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Sul. You take theſe things in too ſerious a light She 
ſeems indeed a ſingular character. | 
Of. She has the impudence of the devil: but j 


would complain of me, and here ſhe comes. 
| Enter Roxalana. 
Ful. How now! . 


Rox. Well heaven be prais d, at laſt, here is ſomething 
like a human ſigure. Vou are, Sir, I ſuppoſe, the ſub- 
lime Sultan, - whoſe ſlave I have the honour to be. If 
ſo, pray oblige me ſo far, as to drive from your pre- 
Fence that horrid ugly creature there; for he ſhocks my 
fight. Do you hear? %% Ofnyn . 

Sal. (gravely) They complain, Roxalana, of 
irreverent behaviour; you muſt learn to treat the officers” 
of our ſeraglio, whom we have ſet over you, with more 
-deference. All in this place, honour their ſuperiors, and 
obey in ſilence. 

Rox. In filence? and obey! Is this a ſample of your 
Turkiſh gallantry. You muſt be vaſtly loved, indeed, 
Tf ou addreſs women in that ſtrain. | 

Sul. Confider you are not now in own country. 

Rox, No, indeed; you make — difference 


N 
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Sul. Have a humour more gentle and pliable. I ad- 
viſe you to alter your behaviour for very good reaſons ; 
and it is for yout good. There are very rigorous laws 
an the Seraglio for ſuch as are refractory. 
Kox. Upon my word, you have made a very delicate 
* and I admire the gravity with which it was ut- 
te red. 
Sul. Roxalana, I am ſerious. | 
Of; What does your highneſs think now? Did I tet 
the truth ? 
Rox. Oh, whiſpering—What is it that monſter ſays ?— 
that . that for nothing am- 
hibious animal, who follows us like ſheep here, and is N 
or ever watching us with his frightful glaring eyes, as 7 
if he would devour us—— Is this the confidante of your 
pleaſures—the guardian of our chaſtity ?—I muſt do him 
the juſtice to confeſs, that if you give him money for 
making himſelf hated, he certainly does not fteal his 
wages. We' cannot ſtir one ſtep but he is after us ; by- 
and-bye, I ſuppoſe he will weigh our air and meaſure 
light to us; he won't let us walk in the garden, left it 
- ſhould rain men upon us; and if it did, tis a bleſſing 
we've been long wiſhing for. | "or 
O There now, don't ſhe go on at a fine rate? | 
'., Rox. Don't mind that ugly creature, but liſten to me 
Af you follow my counſel, I ſhall make you an ac- | 
compliſhed prince] wiſh to make you belov'd—Let 
your window bars be taken down—let the doors of your 4 
Seraglio be thrown open—let inclination alone keep your _ 
women within it; and inſtead of that ugly odious crea- [4 
= ture there, ſend a handſome ſmart young officer to us 
every morning; one that will treat us like ladies, and lay 
ont the pleaſure of the day. | 
_ (While fhe is ſpeaking the Sultan admires her.) ? 
Sul. (to O/myn) Did you ever ſee ſo expreflive a coun- 1 
tenance 0 Raxalana. ) Have you any thing more | 
tio fay? | * a | 
| 3 Xs * 
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Rox. Yes, Sir, this To defire you will not mind him. 
but attend to me Men were not born to adviſe - the 
thing 1s expreſsly the contrary— We women have cer- 
tainly ten thouſand times more ſenſe—Men, indeed. 
Men were born for no other purpoſe under heay'n, but 
to amuſe us; and he who ſucceeds beſt, perfectly an- 
ſwers the end of his creation—Now, Sir, farewell If IL 
find you profit by my firſt leſſon, I may perhaps be tempt- 
ed to give you another. [ Exit. 

Of: Did you ever hear the like, Sir Her inſolence 
is not to be borne, 

Sul. J think it — 

Of. I ſhall certainly loſe all my authority in the Se- 
raglio, if ſhe is not corrected, 

Sul. Tis a girl—a fool of a diſpoſition, that e 
ment would make worſe—Go after her, Oſmyn.zz U 


2 


her come back and drink ſherbet with me. > 40975 . 
Of. Sherbet with you, Sir! er ts Wat 
Sal. I have ſaid it. Goes on the throne, aud daft wt =.” 

pipe.) — Well, for my life, I can't get the bettef̃ 


oniſhment, at hearing a ſlave talk in ſo extrag ff LE 


a manner—{/mokes and the more I think of it, Mx 
aſtoniſhment is the greater. She's not handſome, that 
is, what is called 4 * yet her little noſe, cock d 
in the air, her laughing eyes, and the play of her fea-, 
tures, have an effect altogether, Elmira has ſomething" 
more ſoft, and more majeſtic—yet, methinks, I have 4 
mind to ſift Roxalana's character; mere curioſity, ad 
nothing elſe—It is the firſt time we have ſeen in dds 
place a ſpirit of Caprice and independence II try at 
Feaſt what ſhe'll ſay to me farther ; there can be no harm. 
to divert myſelf with her extravagance. „ 
Re-enter Oſimyn. 
O/. T have delivered your meſſage, Sir. 
Sul. Delivered my meſſage !—Where's Roxafana ? ... 


Y. In her chamber, where ſhe has lock'd herſelf in. = 
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Sul. No matter for her being in her chamber What 
did ſhe ſay ? 5 858 


Ok eaſure of light, ſaid I through the key-hole— 
I come from the ſublime Sultan, to kiſs the duſt be- 


neath your feet, and to defire you will come and drink 


ſherbet with him. She anſwered through the key-hole 
—Go tell your maſter I have no duſt on my feet, and 
I don't like ſherbet. | , 
Sul. In effect, Oſymyn, the fault is your's, you took 
your time ill, as you commonly do You ſhould have 
waited ſome time—don't you owe her reſpeR ? 
Of: And after this, would you have her come again? 
Ful. Perhaps I would. < ons 
© Of, Shall I fetch the Sultana Elmira too? 
Fal. What's the meaning of this, Oſmyn ? I tell you 
once more, go and bong me Roxalana, [Curtain modes. 
Of. Who 1 it that meddles with the great curtain? 
Sul. Who 1s it lifts the portal there ? I 
Rex, (coming from behind Tis J. 


Sul. You! and how dare you take that liberty? 


O, Ay, how dare you? Don't you know tis death 


for any to enter there but the Sultan, without being con- 


duRed ? 
Sul. Come, come, ſhe's not acquainted with the cuſ- 
toms of the Seraglio; ſo let it paſs. Roxalana, I beg 
your pardon; I am afraid he has diſturb'd you now. 
Rox. Oh, tis only what I expected Vou Turks are 
not very polite—In my country, a gallant waits upon a 
lady; but the cuſtom is quite different here I find. — 
[ Sultan offers the pipe, foe ſtrikes it daun. What do you 
think I ſmoke ? h | 
Sul. How's this? Does your inſolence go ſo far? 
Of. What do you command, Sir? 


Sal. Silence 1 [Eri Ofnyn. 
Rax. What! angry before a woman? Tm quite 
. aſham | 'd of you, Sul 


1 163 J 
Sul. This is not to be ſuffered; and yet there's ſome- 

thing ſo fooliſh in it too. Come hither, Roxalana, I 
want to ſpeak to you. ö | 

Rox. No, I thank you, I'm very well where J am. 

Sul. Tell me then, is it in this light manner women 
behave in England? 

Rox, Pretty near it. | 

Sul. And ſuppoſe I wou'd for once forget your na- 
tional vivacity, would it make you more cautious for 
the future ? Come, give me your hand; and you may 
imagine I have forgot all you have ſaid to me. 

Rox. So much the worſe for you. I told you a great 
many good things: I ſee my frankneſs is difagreeable ; 
but you muſt grow uſed to it. Don't you think your- 
{elf very happy to find a friend in a ſlave? one that will 
teach you how to love too; for tis in my country love 
is in its element. It is there all life and tenderneſs, be- 
cauſe it is free; and yet even there, a huſband beloved 
is next to a 332 it be then ſo difficult to love a 

huſband, what muſt it be to love a maſter? I am your 
friend ; I tell you the truth : and do you know why you 
diſlike to hear it! becauſe it is a language your ears are 
unaccuſtom'd to; but I don't mind that; I ſhall make 
you well acquainted with it.—Happy would it be for 
every Prince, had they a friend near them to tell them, 
me truth. fl | Oy 

Sul. But you muſt treat me with reſpect. | 
* 0 I treat you with reſpect! that would be worſe 

Sul. Indeed! | 

Kar. Oh, your notions are horrid ; I ſhall correct you. 
Sul. Correct me! in what I pray? | 

Rox. In what concerns you. RE 

Sul. She is the ſtrangeſt mortal ſure! But let's have ns 
more of this. 2 

Rex, Nay, though you don't take my leſſons fo pa- 

P2 _ _ "ently 


| 
: 
1 
ö 


7 


e Thats very well ſaid; you are wy Pap, you 
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tiently as I could wiſh, I hope you are not difpteaſed 
with me. I ſhould he ſorry 9 you. 
Ful. You may eafily avoid it then, 

Rox. It will be nothing in time. 
Sul. Why won't you conſider who I am, and who 
you are? 


Rex. Who I am, and who you are !—Yes, Sir, I do 


conſider very well that you are the Grand Sultan; I am 
your flave; but I am alſo a free woman, prouder of that 
than all the pomp and ſplendour eaſtern Monarchs can 


| beſtow. 


Sul. As far as I can perceive then, you would be very 
glad to get away from me, 
Rox. You never were more right in your life. 
Sul. Well, but if I endeavour to render the Seraglio 


_ » &grecable to you—if I ſtudy to make you happy, might 


you not in your turn ſtudy to deſerve my favour ?. 


ox. No. 
Lal. Do you {peak that fincerely ? . | 

ex. As I think it. 3 | 

Sul. And yet there is ſomething that whiſpers me 
Rar. Don't believe it tell you it deceives you. 
Cal. And mutt I neyer expect 


Far, Never—Caprice and fancy decide all. 


Sul. In caprice and fancy then I reſt my hopes; and 


in the mean time you ſhall ſup with me. 


Rex. No, I beg to be excuſed; I'd rather not. 
Sul. Why fo ?—'tis an honour that you ought— 


Rox. An honour that IT ought! Sir, you ought to lay 


aſide thoſe humiliating phraſes ; for while they teach us 
our ſupetior greatneſs, they rob you of the pleaſure of 


£ being agreeable—But to be in good humour, Sir, I ought 


1 not to accept your propoſals; for I know that ſuppers 


here tend 10 certain things, that I can't —indeed, Sir. 
Sul. Well, as you pleaſe. | 


ow, 
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know, and you ſhould give up every point to me; and 
fince that 1s the caſe, inſtead of my ſupping with you, 
you ſhall dine with me. p 7 

Sul. With all my heart be it ſo.—Oſmyn! 
| Enter Oſmyn. 
Szl. Oſmyn | = 4 
Rax. Oſmyn, I ſay, hear my direQtions—You know 
Jam to ſpeak—Go to the clerk of the kitchen, and de- 
fire him to provide a handſome entertainment in my 
apartment, as the Sultan dines with me. 
Of. Did your Highneſs order 
Sul. What do you ftand for? Do as ſhe bids you, 
Bos. [Exit Ofmyn, bowing. 
Rox. Are there not ſome females here that would en- 


liven the converſation ? for example, the beautiful El- 


mira, that accompliſh'd favourite you lov'd ſo well ; her 
company muſt be agreeable ; and the Perſian ſlave Iſmena, 
who, I am told, ſings enchantingly---and whom you love 
a little? 7 - 
Sul. Yes—but | | 
Rox. I underſtand you---you will have her too. 
Sul. It is not neceſſary---we'll be alone. | 
Rox. Alone---a tete-a-tete would be a great pleaſure, 
to be ſure! Oh! no. : 
Sul. I promiſe you I expect it. 
| > Enter Oſmyn. 


Of. Madam, your orders are obey'd. N 
Sul. Go to Elmira's apartment, and tell her I ſhall ſee 


ber this evening. This evening, do you hear? 


Rox. I don't like that whiſpering there---What's that 


you ſay ?---You know I have often told you of that 


ugly trick. 
Sul. Nothing---I'll come to her go. | 
. Rox. Stay, I ſay---I have ſome buſineſs with ou. 
Sul. Stay !---Certainly there never was any thing half 
ſo pleaſant as this creature. 8 Exit. 
* P3 —— 
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Rox. Go, 'Ofaiyn, to the apartment? of the Sultans 


_ Elmira, and to the chamber of the ſlave Iſmena, and 


tell them to come and dine with the Sultan. If you 
neglect obeying my orders, your head ſhall anſwer for it. 
And, do you hear"? don't let them know you came 


tom me with this invitation Take care of your head. 


The Sultan. 


* 


4 


The PHYSICTAN's SOLILOQUY. 


I AM retir'd from buſineſs, therefore ſafe ; 


And how I've humm'd the world, I well may laugh: 
1 know nor Greek nor Latin; and have read 
E'en Engliſh authors, few indeed! 

Tis not by learning we Phyficians riſe— 


£ 2 B other arts we catch the'peo e's eyes: 
9 The — ; 


force of mere abilities is 


is Front, Appearance, and Addreſs 1s all 


Some, Who for learning bore ſuch high repute, 


Sͤtarve in obſcurity, and walk on foot; 
But he who has a Front, Addreſs and Wig, 


Rides in his coach---his fame and fortune big. ff 
Men in all arts with ſome things cheat our eyes, 
And ev'ry trade has got its myſteries ; 


| Ours, £00, is cloath with like myſterious air, 


For een the trade of Phyſic cheats its ſhare: 

Thus I am call'd {for inſtance) to a caſe; 

1 go in all the forms of Dreſs, and Face 

Enquire the fymptoms---patient's pulſe I feel; * 
% You underſtand the caſe? . 1 3 
For, if but in the leaſt you ſeem to doubt, | 


% The Doctor knows not what he is about.“ 


with pen and ink my ready hand Larm, a 
Aud order what will do nor good nor harm; 
gs | C 4 
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If Nature can her part ſucceſsful play, 
Tis Iwith all the honour run away! 


J paint a patient bad as e er I can 
The caſe is deſp'rate! he's a dying man!“ 
Then, if he dies- Why, he's a prophet ſure !”” 
But, if he lives“ God bleſs me! what a cure!” 
His friends, perhaps, are anxious to be told 
What's his diſorder---that I can't unfold ; 
Vet put them off with ſome hard myſtic name 
It goes down---right or wrong, tis all the ſame! 


— —-„— ö 4 
CA ROLINE. 


a \ 
H A, ha, ha! well, my dear Edward, now all's over, 
the ſucceſs of our little triok is even beyond my expec- 
tation. | 
Edw. Yes, my dear, but the benevolent effects of their 
eredulity almoſt gives our little trick the air of a crime, 
and the ſhame of a detection. | 
Caro. You're ever raifing phantoms-to ſcare yourſelf 5 _ - 
the dread of meeting youraunt here will keep Sir Walter 


away. 2 
Edw. True, and the fear of ſeeing him will ſecure us 
from her viſits, but I expect her m with the caſn 


every moment, 


' Caro. Well, Pm prepar' d here within, ſhou'd he be 


Furious. : 
Enter Dennis, 
Den. A ſervant from your aunt, Sir. 
Caro. III to my poſt of mortality. I 
Edw. Admit him. | Exit Dennis.] Now for a woe- 
ful viſage. J 
Enter Motley. 


Lt, Bes fn a wan fo ficides-fo wor hegone, | 


-- have not you any meſſage ? 


a N magical lanthorn confo 
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Ec.“ Sir, I am ſorry for your loſs my lady, Sir, de- 


ſires me to ſee the Oh! 
_ Edw. There ſhe lyes. Pointing io the fide ſcene. 
Mir. {Goes to the dur and looks in.] As handſome a 


- corpſe as a man would wiſh to look on, as Lord Romeo 


ſays Death has not ſuck'd the honey from her cheeks, 
and his pale heutenant—-no---his enſign, is not quarter'd 
there.” ” . | 
- Eqdw, Any commands from my aunt ? 
Mot. Yes, Sir, ſhe commands you to prop up your 
ſpirits with old ſtout Madeira.---She LEE you, Sir, 
to take a bumper yourſelf, and to give three bumpers 


to eyery body t comes to ſee you, gentle and ſimple. - 


Edævu. Oh . y | \ 

Mor. J ſuppoſe, Sir, you'll have the funeral obſequiors; 
if ſo, Sir, I'd have you, Sir, for the credit of the thing, 
hire Solomon Durges to ſing at it. i . 

Edæu. Oh, bittter ſeparation ! 


Mor. Conſider, Sir, your lady is in heav'n, where you 
can never come, and for your fake, I hope your ſepa- 
ration may long continue---her death is the cauſe of your 
grief. therefore, Sir, I with you joy. bert 


Eau Sdeath ! ſhe has ſent no money. ¶Aſide.] Pray 


Nn No, Sir, only a letter. Fo 
Edw. Right---[4/ide.]---Lay it vn the table. | 
Mor. [ Lays it dun. ] She is indeed a comely corpſe--- 


5 Oh, life's an Italian ſhadow, a ſtrolling player, that falls 


thro a trap door upon the ſtage, and then is ſeen no 


more, | 
1*:- 8.0-N-G, 4 
The world is all nonſenſe and noiſe, 
Fantoccini or Ombres Chinois, 
Mere pantomime mummery, 
Puppet,ſhow flummery ; 


* 
| | 


Like 
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Like players or puppets we move, 
On the wires of ambition and love; 
The poets write wittily, 
Maidens look prettily, 
Till death drops the curtain---all's over---good night. 


| | Exit * 
TIM Enter Caralme. 
Eda. Thank ye, Mr. Solomon Durges ! but what has 
our kind aunt ſent us? four hundred |—very handſome 
indeed, | 
Enter Dennis, 

Den. Mrs, Cypreſs, Madam, the black milliner. [ Exits 
b Ed. To take orders for your weeds Ha, ha, 
a! 
Care. Ah, my frizeur ſhall ſupply me with craping 
for weeds Italian flowers—and for love, I wear it on 
my heart. | Leun. 

Another Chamber in Edward's Houſe, 
Huter Sheers and Grizley. 

Griz. Mr. Sheers, Sir..-F'l-tell him, Sir. 

Sheers. Ves, Mr. Sheers, to take orders for his mourn- 
ing. [ Exit Grizley.] A bailiff ſhall carry them home 
tho'—yet no taylor in town ſo complaiſantly fuits 
own dreſs to the preſent humour of his employer—to a 
briſk bridegroom, I'm white as a ſwan, and here, to 
this woeful widower, I appear black—black as my own 


gooſe. . 

Enter Undertaker. 
Under. Hearſe—mourning coaches—ſcarfs---pall.” 
— the caſh was plenty, this might turn out a 

pretty ſprightly funeral. | 
8 16. 9-7" ws Sir. * ä 2 
nder. Scarfs---a merry death---Ccoflih---vm--ay—— 

Sheers, A ſudden affair 'this, Sir ! 
Under. Sudden —ah ! I'm always prepar'd for 


death. | 
Sheerr, 


* ; 


„ 
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Sheers, Sign of à good liver. | | 

Luder. No tradeſman within the bills of mortality 
hives better. | | | 

Sheers. You have many cuſtomers then, Sir. 

Under, Not one breathing. 
' Sheers, You diſoblige them, perhaps, | 

Under. Why the truth is, Sir, tho* my friends wou'd 
die to ſerve me, yet I can't keep one three days without 
turning up my noſe at him---Odfo ! I forgot to take 


| meaſure of the body. 


Sheers. [ Afide. * Oh! oh !---A brother taylor yo 
meaſure nobody hero. I 

Under. Yes, I ſhall---Mr. Sandford's body, 

Sheers, For what, pray? 


* 
- 


Under, For a wooden ſurtout lin'd with white ſatin. 

Sheers. Odd ſort of mourning. [ Afide.] But, Sir, 
I have the buſineſs of this family. 5 

Under. You! I know I have had it, fince St. James's 
church- yard was ſet on fire by old Mattack the grave- 
digger, twenty years laſt influenza buſineſs, I have 
nineteen bodies under lock and key this moment. 


Sheers, You may have bodies, ſkirts, cuffs, and but- 


tons My | buſineſs !---aſk. my ' foreman---I don't ſet a 
ftitch---I'm merely an undertaker, | 


Under. Undertaker! fo am I---and for work E 
 Sheers. Now I do no work---I cut out indeed--- 
Under. Cut out ! Oh you embowel 'em perhaps can 
ou make a mummy in the Egyptian faſhion ? 
Shzers. I never made maſquerade habits. 
+ Under. What! cou'd you ſtuff a perſon of rank, to 
ſend him ſweet over ſea? | 
Sheers.. Stuff perſons of rank !---Iriſh tabinets are in 
ſtyle for people of rank. ak $:* 4 
Under. Nothing like ſage, thyme, pepper, and ſalt. 
« Sheers, Pepper and ſalt! thunder and lightning for a 


colour. 
2 Under, 
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Under. Thunder and li eng why you are in the 
clouds, man---in one word, cou'd you pickle a Duke ? 

Sheers. I pickle a Duke! 

Under. Cou'd you place a lozenge over a window, or 
make out a hatchment without the help of a herald ? 

Sheers. Mr. Hatchment ! never made a coat for a gen- 
tleman of that name. 

Under. Mr. Hatchment! you've a ſcull as thick as 
a tombſtone. 

Sheers, Mayhap fo, but I'll let you know no croſs- 
legg'd, bandy button-making, Bedford-bury, ſhred ſel- 
ler, ſhall rip a cuſtomer from me. | 

Under. Friend, depart in peace---or my cane ſhall make 
you a Memento Mori to all impertinent raſcals. 

Sheers. Here's a cowardly advantage! to attack a 
naked man---lay by your cane, and I'll talk to you. 

[The undertaker throws down his cane, which Sheers 
takes up, and beats him with. 

Under. Oh, death and treachery ! help! murder! 

Euter Denni. . 

Den. Hey! what's all this ? 

Under. A villain!---Why here's another undertaker 
inſiſts that's he that's to bury your maſter, | 

Sheers, O thread and needles ! I bury a gentleman ! 
but egad you're a frolickſome taylor. 

Under, Taylor !---Oh you ſon of a ſexton! call you 
me a taylor! a more capital andertaker than yourſelf. 

Sheers, Zounds, man, I'm no undertaker! I'm a 
taylor. | * 
Under. And zounds, man- taylor I mean---I'm an 
undertaker. — 

Den, 1 pereeive this miſtake. [ Aide.] One word 
good gentlemen mechanics---Mr, Taylor, 

Sheers. Sir. 

Den. My Lady is not dead. 
Beers. Your Lady not dead! 1 
N en. 


good of my family. 
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Dex. No, nor my maſter neither. 
Under, Your maſter not dead! 
Den. No. 
Under. Then perhaps he don't want to be buried. 
Den. Not alive, I believe. 
Under. The moſt good for nothing family in the 
riſh, | | | 
E By cheſe ſheers, parchment of mine ſhall never 
eroſs a ſhoulder in it. 3 [ Exit. 
Under. Zounds, LIl go home and bury myſelf for the 


T he Dead Alive. 


Enter Ma up and Mayor, 


| N AY, now, don't I tell your worſhip you know, 


don't you believe any ſuch thing—Lord! what will the 
folks ſay, to ſee your honour the Mayor of Coventry 
make ſo free with Tom the taylor's wife? 

Mayor. Let me hear them talk, and T'll ſet them in the 
RKocks---Zounds! dare they cenſure a Magiſtrate?---Let 
me ſee them wink, and there's the ducking-ftosl---for a 


| nod, the cage---inuendo, the pillory---and for a malicious 


whiſper, five hundred twirls in the whirligig. 
Maud. You knew your worſhip T was virtuous- 


know 1 was forced to leave madam your wite's ſervice, 


becauſe I would not let you---you know I would not be 
naughty with you, and ſooner than do ſo---T was forced 
to take up with Tom, who, though a taylor, was honeſt! 
Mayor. Ay! Tom's a rogue. i 
Maud. A rogue, and like your Why he is 


A bit of a Magiſtrate- was not he a pariſh clerk, beadle 
and ſexton at one time; and is he not now overſeer and 
Churchwarden? 5 * | * 

5 | Mayor. 


* 
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Mayor. Aye---but who made him all this? he was no 


petter than a clown till I took him under my wing. 
Mand. He's certainly a little beholden to your wor- 


ſhip. 

3 Oh! he owes it all to your pretty face, Maud 
it was for your ſake, your beauty- for you have pro- 
viſions of all ſorts----why you have got a beadle in that 
arched dimple---a conftable's ſtaff in that pretty mole---- 
an overſeer in that hazel eye---a church warden in thoſe 
auburn locks---anda pair of plump aldermen in that pant- 
ing boſom. 

Maud, Oh! Lord, I did not think I was ſuch a great 
body. 

* Yes, you are, indeed you are - talk of Godiva 
the Earl's new married Lady, and his daughter Emmal!-- 
why I will wager that ſmile, againſt the whole Kingdom 
of Mercia----egad, if thoſe ſtars were to twinkle in the 
court of Glo'ſter, King Edward would ſoon forget his vow: 
of chaſtity. 

SONG. | 
Mavyor and Mud. 
The deuce a one but you, pretty Maud, 
I love indeed tis true, pretty Maud, 
One kiſs, nay prithee huſh. 
Maud. 1 vow you made me bluſh; 
Mayor. Like a roſe- bud in a buſh, pretty Maud, 


Maud. Do let me go away, Mr. Mayor, 
What will the people ſay, Mr. Mayor. 
Mayor. Let them prattle as they will, 
Of love I'll have my fill, 
Like a dove I'll coo and bill. 
Mand. You ſhall not coo and bill, Mr. Mayor, 


Mayor. Pretty Maud, pretty Maud,  * 
| By all that's great and grand, pretty Maud; 
Golden chain, 4 lily wand, pretty Maud. 


L 174 J 

Maud. Tis all of little uſe, | 
Chain and wand J muſt refuſe, 
For the needle, thimble, gooſe, 

Mr. Mayor, Mr. Mayor. 


Maud. I tell you what now, Mr. Mayor, you ſhall not 
talk to me in that way any more, that's what you ſhall not. 
Mayor. But I will---I will tell you what---I will call 
upon you by and by--do not be out----I know Tom will 
be ringing his bells. 
Maud. Lord, your honour! if your lady ſhould know. 
Mayor. My Lady, poh! poh! ſhe's at home, God bleſs 
her, let her ſtay there. : 
Maud. Ay, but then the neighbours, --- Ive | 
Mayor. Neighbours!---pillory---the ftocks---the whir- 
Hgig.---I'll tell you Maud, I'll ſend you a preſent of ſome 
French wine, that I had from Count Lewis, and egad, 
we'll be fo ſnug and ſo comfortable; you go home and 


III be with you by and by. 


Tom. (Liftening) My wife will be a Mayor ſoon and 


= I ſhall be an Alderman. I [ Exit Maud, 


| Enter Ton, (fanding in her place. | 
Mayor. III ſend you the wine, and there's ſomething to 
buy a bit of dinner. {gives Tom money.) 
Tem. I'm obliged to your worſhip. TB 
Mayor. {(Surprized at ſeeing Tom inſtead of Maud Tom, 
ay, 1 how do you do Tom, how do you do, how do 
ou do. „„ y., 
7 Tom. Pretty well, I thank your worſhip;—but, ſir, is 
this for a corporation dinner ? | | 
Mayor. No, no, (what the devil brings this fellow here, 
fide) pray have not you a ringing to day at the Guy of 
Warwick, 'Tom | 
Tom. Oh yes, we jingle a peal of triple bobs, for a leg 
of mutton and trimmings. 18 
Mor. Egad, it's very lucky, I ſhall have Maud all 
to myſelf, (aide) Tom you are a good ringer, 2 


1 


f 


* 
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Tam. Pretty well, ſir. | 

Mayor. Yes, you are Tom, you are, you will certainTy 
win. Mind your bells, 'Tom.-----Do not negle& going, 
you'll certainly win 'Tom.---But what brought you to me 
now, Tom ? 

Tom. Tho' merry I be, I never was ſo treated in my 
whole life: why you know our old mad Crazy, the bead le- 
thought he might make ſome blunder in proclaiming 
of the proclamation of Earl Goodwin and his ſons as 
_ thaitors, ſo I took the bell and rung the people all about 
me, and there I food like a hen 2 A but I nao 
Tooner cried O yes! O yes! than I heard a voice like a 
gander in the Marſhes, ſcreaming out, O no! Ono? and 
who ſhould this be, but old Crazy! for I having got the 
eity bell, he hobbled with the *pothecary's peſtle and mor- 

tar, and clattered with ſuch a devil of a noiſe, folk could. 
not hear, and becauſe I told him to be quiet, he flew at- - 
me and tri up the leg of old corporal Standfaſt, tum- 
bled over Kit the Tinker, and overturned father Fogarty, 
the fat Friar, and has mauled my noſe in this manner 
look - be fit for an offieer, indeed, an old driveller ! 
Mayor. Why you moſt impudent of all raſcals, who am I 
Tom. Why, fir, you are : = Mayor of Coventry. 
Mayar. And did not I appoint him beadle? 3 

Tom, Why, lord fir, he is ſo infirm, that when he ftands 
at the church-door with the poor's box, his hand ſhakes 
fo, that the gentlefolks charity-farthings fall out of the 
hox---why he has not one of his twelve fenſes left, but 
ſcratching. : | ö 

Mayor. Sirrah, he has all his talents about him---he's 
been a deviliſh ſhrewd fellow. 
Tom. Yes, he is a man of ſharp talons as my noſe cam 


teſtify. 

Oh! here he comes. | 
rey © Enter Crazy. : 2 _ 
' Crazy. You a Mayor!---there's a fig fot your crowm - 


, Claim! it right 
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Fa, There your worſhip, the fellow has made a king 
of you 

8 Tell me of kings---I that have ſeen Edward the 
Martyr, the glorious Alfred, and Canute the Great! 

Tom, Yes, but did Canute the great give you autho- 
rity to ſeratch my noſe? 

Crazy. 1'll Canute you---I that have been beadle here 
ever ſince the days of Edmond Ironſide. 

Ton. Ay, at.) a devilifh clever fellow be was, 

Crazy. What do you mean?; | 

© Tom. I mean that you are curſed ſhabby about the nod- 


dle, - ou have lived a great y Eile. 


© Mayor, Come be quiet, Tom---here I command you 

to read the 1 ſnew him you can pro- 

mind in king Edward's name you are to 
offer 2 reward of five hundred marks, to any man that 

Will bring in Goodwin, Earl of Warwick, dead or alive. 
Cad. Yes, I will---This is to give notice, that by 

comizand of Fart Goodwin, King Edward ſhall bave, 

five hundred marks for bringing 3 in the head of the Mayor 
of Coventry, dead or alive, 

N Ten. That ſenſible fellow has made a pretty procla- 
ation. | 
Crazj.: Now, an't Tan old chaunter? - | = 
Mayor. Ves III truſt you with the public affairs but 

you ſhall have nothing to do with mine. 


"Tom. So- - between the 7 151 and his . the” 


affairs of the 1 8 are likely to do well —-he has not 
ſenſe enough to help you in your love affairs with the 


f Sirle, as he uſed to do. 


* Mayor. III try him / af te. ) Can't you contrive to keep 
Tom from going home ? | 

"Crazy. What, you are going to Maud z —well 1 will, 1 
will. 
Mayer. Mind your bells, Tom, 8 your belb. 


Jen. EI. -| 


* 


No. 
: * „ © - 
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Lo 
SONG. 
Vom. Merry are the bells | 
| And merry do =, ring. | 
Crazy, Merry was myſelf, and merry could I fing.. 
Chorus. Merry is our ding-dong, happy, gay and free, 
Merry with a fing-ſong, merry let us be. 
r. Waddle goes your gait, | 
2— Hallow — —— hoſe. 
Mayor. Noddle goes your pate, 
Tom, And purple is your noſe. 2 
Chorus. Merry is our ding-dong, happy, gay and free, 
And. with a merry ſing- ſong, merry let us be. 
| Peeping Tom Coventry. 


— 
The BULL awd BOAT. 
A coc INTERLUDE. 
DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Matcavsr, 4 Tuftice of the Peace. 
| BuM&1NET, firft Clown. 
STURDYSIDES, ſecond Clown. 


| I'S 'I can twiſt and twine tlie cleareſt caſe, 
And plain conviction in an ervor trace; 
”Tis f can form, or make, or mar a cauſe; 
And ſmooth the aſpect of hard- featur d laws. 
One man I' de clear d altho* accus'd of blood; 
Another mittimus d fqr being good, | 
*Tis ſtrife and miſchief brings me all my wealth, 
Therefore to none I wiſh or peace or health. 
To compoſition if T am. inclin d, 
Beſure—a fellow- feeliag made me kind; 
But full of rancour if my heart you deem, 7 
Jaſt touch my palm, I'll not be what I ſeem::” 
| 23 Ton 


- 
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You think me mercenary - you miſtake me; 

F'll always be good-humour d if you'll make me. 
Extended hands, you know, expect a fee; 
My maxim is to be —or not to be: 

That is, by fee I ſhall from doubt be freed, 
And for the plaintiff or defendant plead, | 


| . And him who gains me, mult the freeſt bleed. 


| r | Enter Bumkinet. LET 
Four worſhip, an't pleaſe ye, I've brought you a guinea; 
| I always fee Fel for Rich, 115 no U N N 
Ive a bull, you muſt know, us'd to graze yonder mead, 
For all is but fact I ſhall tell you indeed; 
Near this mead runs a river, your worſhip muſt know, 
Where the cattle when droughty to watering go: 
My bull to go thither by thirſt was compell'd, 
When lo! near the margin a boat he beheld; 
Ihe water was clear, aud the weather quite fine, 
So he ſtept in the boat without any deſign. 
This bull, like your worſhip; with gravityableſt, 
Look'd about him, and did nothing more I proteſt; 
When the boat moſt feloniouſly ftole him away, 
A herefore to your worſhip for juſtice I pray. 
Enter Sturdyfides. 8 
If your worſhip will pleaſe to my tale to attend, 
I'll make every hair of your head ſtand an end; 
This man, whoſe's a ſcoundrel, between you and I, 
Keeps a bull in a mead by the river hard by: 
This bull coming down to the river to drink, | 
| oy my boat which was ty d to a ſtump near the brink ; 
ow ſome rogues having ſtolen my cable away, 
My boat I ſecur'd with a band made of hay; 
The bull ſtepping into the boat, as I find. 
Was much to devour the hay-band inclin'd; 
Then ſiezing my cable he gnaw'd it amain,, 
And my boat's grand ſecurity ſever d in twain, 
For juſtice I come, and for juſtice I aK, 
aud juſtice to give is your duty and taſk, 
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But before you to judgment proceed, I intreat 
You'll this guinea accept for a fee is but meet. 
p Marcauſe, 
Here's boatum verſus bullum, & bullum verſus boatum; 
Here hand me down the ftatutes, that I may thumb and 
quote'um; 1 
The pleas are both equal - the caſes the ſame, 
For you are not in fault, nor your neighbour to blame; 
No ſtatute to puniſh the bull does appear, A 
And the boat, was it try'd, would moſt ſurely get cle 
Therefore I'd adviſe that you both ſue the ſtream, | 
For that ſtole them both as per caſe it muſt ſeem; . % 


The ſtream then alone muſt your damages bri 
So Heaven keep the laws, and the lawyers, and 


9 | 
4 % 


— 


Jouxxr. 


O dear! O! dear!— The devil take all balloons 1 
I ſay what a curſed confounded journey we have had of 
it Fan, come out- where the devil are we after all In 
Scotland, Denmark or Ireland, or Norway, or Limbo, it 
is deviliſh hot {fans himſelf with his hat } why Fan, where 
are you Fan? | | 3 
an. I'm here Johnny Oh! Lord! I am fo glad to ſet 
my foot on Chriſtian ground again. . 27 
Jobr. Chriſtian ground you tool! why we're in Limbo 
—1t muſt be Limbo or Greenland. Doctor what ſay you, 
- It is Greenland, is it not | | 
Doc. Why man, Greenland is cold, quit the reverſe of 
this climate; this is either eaſt, weſt or ſouth, but which © 
I cannot tell, I am ſure it is not north by the heat, other 
concluſions I draw from other cauſes; I know we are 4 
thouſand miles from our native land, from the ſwiftneſs of 
our machine's motion, and the length of time we have 
been in it; another concluſion is, that not knowing the 


F 
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paths e come, we know not where we are] know 
only that we are in a cloſe walk of trees with houſes at a 
diſtance; we may be amongſt people, who pay no re- 
gard to genius, ſcience, or invention; but may put us all 
to death, taking us for three witches that ride in the air, 
Flax. Oh! Lord! put us all to death!—1s all our fine 
ride in the air come to this—Oh, Lord! O Lord! 
John. Ay Fan, and how the people clapped and huz- 
za ' d, when they ſaw us mount in the air They little 
thought they ſhould not ſee us again; Gad, that was the 
& reaſon may be that they ſeem'd ſo glad—for my part L 
Was ſo pleas'd with my journey, I was almoſt out of my 
wits for joy;—I did not think that we ſhould have 
more than a couple of hours ride. I thought we ſhould 
have been picked up in Eſſex, Derby, or Kent, or Mid- 
dleſex or thereabouts, but the devil a bit! the Doctor 
with all his magic could not ſtop it when it was ſet a- go- 
in 
He. I own I am ſhock'd at our adventure. 
John. Well, here we are, after all — but whesd, the: 
Lord only knows. 
Doc. Do you appear lighter? —T am. much more heavy 
than in my natural element. £ 
John. Ay Doctor, like a fiſh out of water. 
Dec. I do not fpeak to you of elements. 
Juobn. I am ſure, doctor, L wiſh you hadn't brought us 
out of our element. 
Dec. Your ſoul and body is compoſed of one element, 


| and that is earth, and your wife is all water, 


Fan. Ay DoRor with now and then a ſpark of fire. 
Fou. re Doctor, vou are all air, and yet you have 
not enough to take us back again neither. £ 
Dec. I may be able to. fill that machine again, a 
Jaubu. I with you would fill our bellies in tho mean 
= time; upon my foul I am half ſtarved. | 
Dar. The pure air we breath'd while ſo many degrees: 
"4 abave the carth, ſupplied every want. 
13 Bube. 


E 

- John, No, not it, Doctor; you know you ate hearfily 
of the ham and chickens, and drank more of the wine than 
Fan and I. 

Far. That he did. 

Docs That was only by. way of experiment, I had no 
wants I aſſure you. 

Fan. Lord Doctor —No wants! 

Doc. None there. 

Fan. Why yes, you had, you dur you wanted to kiſs 
me when you thought U was aſleep. | 

Jobn. Zounds! ftand back, vonder is a fine lady chiting. X 


Doctor leanin a * 
fre 78 Tach. 8 e n 


— 


La. Are you 
Fax. She . 7 eh 
La. Then you are gods? | 

2 Gods, ma'am! no, we are three poor devils, 

iſt La. Devils! avaunt. 

— Don't go to fend us back again, we have had 

ugh of it, I aſſure vou. 
La. Be ye gods or devils, in theſe ſhades you muſt | 
* remain a moment. 

John. Why * devil are we? 

1f La. In the dominions of the great Mogul! 

Fan. Ilte great Mogul! 

Jabn. The great Mogul! Oh, oh, oh. 

Da. Oh, ho, ho, ho, 

1# La. In the ſeraglio of his furoutite concubiliety 
where no mortal but himfelf dare approach in human 
ſhape, except our wretched ſex, and eunuchs who are our 

ards. ; 
* John. Eunuchs! Lord, madam, they are of no ſex at 
all we have often heard, madam, of the Great Mogul. 
Why Lord, he can't be jealous of the, and as to the Boc- 
tor there, he is nobody—it is all over with him, he has 
no longer any inflammable air about him, either in his 
balloon or imer; its all gone, 15'nt it, Doctor: . 


. 
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Fan. I am very faint; J am ſure it is near a month 
fAince we left Hyde Park corner. 


ES La. Hyde Park corner! | 
Yes, juſt by the turnpike goin g to Knightſ- 


| . And after ſailing a month like a poor ſchool- 
boy's kite, we are thrown at laſt . into the Joe ef that 
damn'd cut-throat dog the Great * | 

7 La. What do you ſay? 

abn. I didn't mean your Mogi madam. 

1/? Le. You muſt take care what you ſay, you are my 
fellow creatures, and you are brought here by this ſtrange 
machine—take care, the Mogul Eunuchs are conſtantly 
on the watch, the time draws nigh, when they will enter 
this dwelling : be prepared-to give an account of your- 
ſelves, 8 and what you are, and ſubſtantial excuſes for 
you being found here, or you aſſuredly die in miſery. 

1 Bert why damme Doctor, what's the matter 
ib e you?—you are_hip'd, Doctor, damme, I ſay what's 
the matter with you ?—Contrive fowetbing to fa to the- 
Great Mugul. 

Doe. I cannot contrive any thing. 
Fax. Von contriv'd the Balloon and be lung d 10 you, 
— 8 contriv'd to get us here; now contrive to take us 

ck a 

+ Doc wy preſent 2 cannot, all my inflammable air is 


8 I told you ſo—its all over with him, and with 
us too, I fear. 

9 Fan. Oh, dear Johnny, what will become of us, what 
= will become of us? | 
Fohn. Come, don't cry, Fan, we ſhall ſee our children 


. again, never fear. 
iff Lady. As to that female, ſhe has nothing to appre- 


d for kerfelf, ſhe will be. ſaved from death, and moft 
ely exalted to the embraces of the Great Mogul. | 
Far, I had rather not, madam, if it's all the ſame to 
you. | | WW N 
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1/ Lady. I only ſpeak of what is probable; but pre- 
re an excuſe, I muſt call here the eunuch and inform 
Him of what has happen'd, or we ſhall be greatly ſuf- 
pected, and puniſhed with you. ; 
Jon. Pray madam, are theſe eunuchs a good ſort of 
tlemen ? | 
1/f Lady. They are ſevere, but they do but their duty _ 
— They obey their maſter, who meant them to be ſevere 
L if poſſible make them your friends, by all means. 
| [ Exit 1/8 Lady. 
. 5 Doctor, what ſhall we do; what the devil ſhall 
we 85 
Doc. I ſhall fare the worſt, the Mogul will conſider me 
as ſome important - perſonage, ſome capital conſpirator, 
perhaps, and J have no doubt, but he will arreſt me, and 
flea.me alive. | 
Jobn. And I have no doubt but hell arreſt me too. 
Fan. Ay, he will eat us all alive; you would come, 
Johnny. 9 
Fohn, And you would come, Fanny. 
: 8 That was becauſe you ſhould not come alone, 
O uny. | ; ' | 
John. Zounds, ſtand back—there's a damn'd black fel. 
tow coming—T'll ſay I am woman in men's cloths, _. 
Fan. Oh no, don't, Johnny, who knows but the Great 
Mogul will fall in love with you! | 
Enter 1 Eunuch. b 
1½ Eu. What are you that float in air —-you muſt ap- 
before the Great Mogul, to anſwer with your lives 
as = audacity. Who was that being that brought you 
re F. 
Jobs. He—that being there—the Doctor. 
vc. Muſt the woman go too? | 
| 2 Yes. | 3-4 Ay | 
„bn. O fir, we'll follow you. (Exit Ex.) Damn it, 
Doctor this comes of your haram ſcarum things. mY 
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10 1 Have a great fancy to know what Maud and the 
| Mayoreſs have Yone—Lord how I long to know what 

\ ſucceſs they have had, or whether they. will forgiye the 

tax Oh, there's Maud come back, I hear her voice. 
Maud. ( auit ham) Oh, Madam, I'll only tell Tom. 

| {entering ) Oh, 'Tom, here we have got the young lady 
= Emma in the houſe—have.you ſeen, the Counteſs ? . 
it Tom. I know what we have got——but tell me ſhall 
we get the tax off; you all went, and were you all there? 

Maud. Yes, there we went, and we were all admitted 
to Lady Godiva's preſence. 

Tom. O Lord, that was pleaſant. 

Maud. So it was, Tome all fell a- crying. 
Tom. How did you manage that, Maud ?—I never ſaw 
you cry in all my life. PR. 

Maud. I only made believe then we all fell on our 
knees, and then we got up again. : 

Tom. Ves, yes, oh I ſee—l ſee you did! 25 
Maud. Then the Counteſs ſhe heard our petitions, and 

" ſhe aſked my lord to pardon the city no, ſaid his lord- 
ip, that I will not—1 have ſworn that the power of man 
© ſhall not perſuade me—yes, but ſays ſhe, the power of 
_ woman may, and I am a woman, ſays ſhe. ö 
Tan. Oh, ſhe need not have told him that. | 
_ Maud. And ſays her ladyſhip, I am a good woman and 

your wife; and you, as a od, huſband, ought to do as L 

id you. 

Tom. She was a little out there, | | - 
Maud. Says the Earl, as you are.a good woman, I will 
forgive the tax only on one condition—What's that, ſays 
my lady? It is, ſays he, only if you will ride through 

the city of Coventry naked, without a rag of clothes on. 

Tem. What? | 

Maud, Now he only joked; having no notion ſhe 


would 
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L 2 1 | 
would do it—þut ſhe having the of qur city at 
2 took him at his wog * 28 now prepar- 
ing for it. X 
| "Tom Lady Godiva ride x horſe-back—all through the 

„without any—well! if ever— * 

[aud. Now you are all a6 with your noſe 
curiofiry, 9 
Tom, I haye no curioſity. 

Mang. Tom, Tom, on Wiehads is 9 for 4s Lady 
ma has taker! ſhelter in our houſe— 
Tom. Our houſe—ride—ſo, ſo! 73.48 ; 
Mandl. But here's a young peaſant in her co 
1 Rr then re ſhe will have uk 
A al,” 5 3 
_ Maul. Tis very odd, for the ſeems to have a * 1 : 
money. 
| Tal Sight of money—fuch a ſight - | 
Mad. Hang the man, ern find 1 
you thinking of, Tom? © © * 
Tom, I was thinking of a fide ſaddle. | 
Mad Was there ever foch a fool ! But I 1 * 
attend Lady Emma, ſo I will leave you to ride IE. 7 
ſide ſaddle 3 yourſelf, 7 4 
Tom. Talk of a coronation! *tis no — Es. 
4% Godiva is a proceſſion in herſelf; L muſt go in time 

focure a good place— lace—ſhall I aſk Maud to . 

no, he fight od bo loſt upon Maud-—but PI gon © 
Tuer Mayer, 
. Tom, What brings you bete, fir? 
Mayer. Well, Tom, I * you hare heard? 

* Tom, Yes, fir. 

Mayor. Lady Godiva, in her progreſs thro the city 
paſſes by your houſe here. 
3 Tar. Gad, fr, that's lucky, I ſhall have an opportunity 
of ſeeing ber nicely. 

Mayor. Ves, and you will have an opportunity of hangs 
r 


- 


* 
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Tis 1 


be 8 che windows and houſes to be faſten'd up, 
no petſon on pain of death, to be ſeen of the male kind. 
Tam. Me- do you think I would look, fir.—I wiſh I 
could get him out of the houſe Why need your wor- 


ſhi be in a hurry to o go? 


ayor. I am in a hurry to go, Tom. | : 
Tom. It's a fine day abroad, fir. 2 
. © Mayor. But every body muſt ſtay at home. . a 
. TY om. Well, if you will go home, you en bye 


to 
AY What, are you going, Tom ? 
| Tom. Yes, ag * 2 . good-bye fir, I _ not 
ſtay in 1 room while Lady Godiva paſſes, it commands 
'Juch a pr 
Mayer. Ga d that's true, from that window I could have 
a ny peep, if this fellow was but out of the 725 


Zde. 
Fan. I'll go down and lock myſelf in the cola to 


avoid temptation, 

"We Bo, T om—that SA god boy, and Ly! 80 home, 
om! 

Tom. Good-bye to you, fir. | 

Mayor. Good-bye to you, Tom. 12 

Tam. So you are going home, fir? 

Mayer. Yes, 1 am going home, now do you go * lock 
yourſelf up in the cellar. | 
Tom. Yes, I will, fir, good-bye, ſir, 

Mayor. Good-bye, Tom! . 
Tam. Good-bye, ir. 1 

Mayor. Good-bye. | * [ Exit ſeverally. 
1 enter Mayor. 5 

Mer. i this time, Len Godiva J oe the croſs, all - 


off now—1 ſhall have a charming pee 
=: aid ll go and look for p peep. 
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Enter Tom. 


Tom. By this time his worſhip's at home, curſt trouble- 5 | 
ſome old hound, and Lady Godiva muſt be at hand—I 


think J hear her horſe's feet - the clinking of their hoots 
is far ſweeter than a hautboy. {Drags a fta, and puts it 
on a table, and gets up.) There, there, ſhe is turning the 


COrner, 


dow upon my tip-toes, though I break my neck for it, 


'7 in firiving ta get up, he catches Tom in his arms J Oh, you 
Villain, I eaught you ing. 
3 Sir, | was only going to take in the cock-chaf- 
Chis - 4+ | 
Mayor. Come down, I'll have you hang d I came here 


only on the look out. 
F Peeping Tom of Coventry. 


Lonxp HasT1xCs, ( Entering.) 


TuI S foeliſh woman hangs about my heart, 
Lingers and wanders in my fancy ftill; 
This coyneſs is put on; tis art and cunning, 
And worn to urge defire—I muſt poſſeſs her. 
The groom that rais'd his ſaucy hand againſt me, 
Ere this is humbled and repents his daring. 
Perhaps, ev'n ſhe may profit by th' example, 
And teach her beauty not to ſcorn my pow'r. 
Ci. This do, and wait me ere the council fits. 
| [Exit Rat. and Cat, 
My lord, you're gell encountred ; here has been 
A fair petitioner this morning with u: 
Believe me, ſhe has won me much to pity her; 
Alas, her gentle nature was not made | 
To buffet with adverſity. I told her 
How worthily her cau - you had befriended z © 
, 2 


Mayor. I can find nothing —I'Il try to reach the *. 9 


— 


Ho much for your good ſake we meant to do, 
That you had „and all things ſhould be well. 
Haff. Your highneſs binds me ever to your ſervice. 

Seck. You know your friendſhip is mo 5 

25. 


And ſhares our power. But of this enou 
I . we have other matters for your ear: 
1 ie ſtate is out of tune; diſtracting fears, 
And jealous doubts jar in our public councils; 
AAmiqdſt the city, murmurs riſe, 
Lewd railings, and reproach, on thoſe that rule, 
With open 2 of government; hence credit, 
And public truſt twixt man and man are broke. 
i In den ſtreams of commerce are with-held, 
Er Which feed the wants of heedy binds and artizans, 
WE Who therefore eurſe the great, and threat rebellion. 
158 + "Hat. The reſty knaves are over-run with eaſe. 
As plenty ever is the nurſe of faction: 
If in good days like theſe, the headſtrong herd 
_ "Grow madly wanton and repine; it is 
Becauſe the reins of power are held too flack, 
And reverend authority of late, _ 5 
Has worn a face of mercy more than juſtice. | 
Gigs. Beſhrew my heart! but you have well divin'd. 
The ſource of theſe diſorders. o can wonder 
If riot and miſ-rule o'erturn the realm, | 
When the crown fits upon a baby brow ? 
Plainly to ſpeak; hence comes the gen ral cry, 
And ſum of all complaints: *twill;ne'er be well 
ith England (thus you talk) while children goyvern. 
Haff. "Tis true the king is young, but what. of that? 
We feel no want of Edward's riper years, | 
While Gloſter's valour and moſt princely wiſdom. 
So well ſupply our infant Sovereign's place, 
His youth's ſupport, and guardian to his throne, 
Ch. The council (much Im bound to thank em for'tj 
W Have plac'd a pageant ſceptre in my hand, 
Barren of power and ſubject to controul; | 
_—__ Scorn'd by my foes, and uſcleſs.to my friends. 
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Oh, worthy Lord! were mine the rule indeed, 
J think I ſhould not ſuffer rank offence - 
At large to lord it in the common weal; 
Nor would the realm be rent by diſcord thus, 
Thus fear and doubt betwixt Jifputed titles. 
Hoſt. Of this I am to learn; as not ſuppoſing 
A doubt like this—— | 
G. Ay, marry, but there i 
And that of much concern. Have you not heard 
Ho on a late occaſion, Doctor Shaw | | 
Has mov'd the 1 much about the lawfulneſa 
Of Edward's iſſue? By right gave authority 
Of learning and religion, plainly proving, 
A baſtard ſcion never ſhould be grafted 
Upon a royal ſtock; from thence, at full 
Diſcourſing on my brother's former contract 
To Lady Elizabeth Lucy, long before 4 
His jolly match with that ſame buxom widow 
The Queen he left behind him 
Haff. III befall 1 | 
Such meddling prieſts who kindle up confuſion 
And vex the quiet world with vain ſcruples; 
By Heav'n *tis done in perfect ſpite to peace, 
Did not the King $a 
Our royal Maſter, Edward, in concurrence 
With his Eftates aſſembled, well determine k | 
What courſe the ſovereign rule ſhould take henceforward? 
When ſhall the deadly hate of faction ceaſe, 
When ſhall our long divided land have reſt, 
If every peeviſh, moody malcontent 
Shall ſet the ſenſeleſs rabble in an uproar ? 
Fright them with dangers, and perplex theis brains, 
Each day with ſome fantaſtic giddy change? 
Gloft. What if ſome patriot for the public good 
Should vary from your ſcheme ; new- mould the ſtate ? 
Haft. Curſe on the innovating hand attempts it! 
Remember him, the villain, righteous Heaven 
In thy great day of vengeance! blaſt the traitor 
| | R 3 ; 
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And his pernicious councils; Who for weallli, 
For r, the pride of g reatneſs, or revenge. 
Would plunge his native land in civit wars. 
Gif.” Vou go too far, my 3 
Ha. Your Hi hneſs* 
Have we ſo ſoon forgot t % A of. ruin, 
When Vork and Lancaſter drew forth the battles;- 
Ahen like a matron, butcher'd by her ſons, 
© Wad caſt befides fome common way. a ſpectacle 
Of horror and, 8 to paſſers by, 
Our 2 9 at ev ry vein, 
When murde pes, 1 maſſacres revaPd ?? | 
When churches, — — and cities blaz d; | 
And — N iumph'd, | 
ept away on; peaſants trod u 
The _— of nobles: low were — * 
The reverend eroſier and holy 
And deſolation coe rd alt the 1 
Who can remember this, and ek like SY 
Here vow to ſheath a dagger in his heart, 
Whoſe damn'd 8 an renew thoſe horrors,. 
And ſet once more the ſcene 4” RUN before us?” 
. How nowl. To bor! ; 
Has. So brave, and ſo refoly'd.. SM. 5 
S. Is our friendſhi; hep of ſo little moment; 
Bag ow could arm t againſt my life? 
L Lope your „ 
1 Heav n forfend has cer your princely perſon. 
Should come within the of my reſentment. 


* O! noble aner Nay, muſt Lake. 


aces 
| By hol by Pault Yare > right:honeſt man ;. | 
e time is full of danger and diſtruſt, 
And Wwarns us to * Hold me not 
Too apt for bode Rs ſurmiſe, 
If when I meant to lodge yd next my heart, 
1 Pot ESE _ your loyalty, 
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And tive your king and country's beſt ſupport; 
For me I aſk no more than honovr gives, 
To think me yours and rank me with your friends. 

Haſt. Accept what thanks a grateful heart ſhould pay 
O! princely Gloſter? judge me not ungentle, | 
Of manners rude, and inſolent of ſpeech, 

If, when the public ſafety is in queſtion, 
My zeal flows warm and eager from my tongue. 

Gh. Enough of this: to deal in wordy compliment 
Is much againſt the plainneſs of my nature; | 
J judge you myſelf, a clear true ſpirit, 

And, as ſuch, onee more join you to my boſom:  - 
Farewell, and be my friend. - [ Exit Glhſter. 
Haft. J am not read, Fx | 
Nor ſkill'd and prattis'd' in the” arts of greatneſs, 
To kindle thus, and give a ſeope to paſſion. © 
The Duke 1s furely noble; but he touch'd we 
Ev'n on the tend'reft point; the maſter- ſtring 
That makes moſt harmony or diſcord to me. 
Fown' the glorious fabjeRt fires my breaſt, 
And my ſoul's darling paſſion ſtands confeſt ; 
Beyond or love's or friendſhip's ſacred band. 
Beyond myſelf F prize my native land; 
On this foundation would I build my fame, 
33 Greek and Roman name 3 f 
i 's peace bought cheaply with my blood, 
And die with pleaſure for my country's good. 


| GrosrzR. | 


4 
. 


Our are come moſt fitly. We have ponderd 
On this Ec. ievance; and te. ſome there are, | 
Nay, and thoſe great ones too, who would enforce 

'The rigour of our oo to aflit you, 

And bear a heavy , yet fear not you, 


We've ta'en you to our favour, our protection 
Shall and between, and ſhield you from miſhap, p. 
Mee 4 J. &. 


[age ] 
J. Sb. The bleſſing of a heart with anguiſh broken, 
And refſcu'd from 4 attend your Highneſs. 


Alas} my gracious Lord, what have I done 

To kindle ſuch relentleſs wrath againſt me ? 

If in the days of all my paſt offences, 

When moſt my heart was lifted with delight 

If I with-held my morſel from the hungry, 

Forgot the widow's want, and orphan's cry ; 

If — known a good I have not ſhared, 

Nor call'd the poor to take his portion with me, 

Let my worſt enemies ſtand forth, and now | 

Deny the ſuccour which I gave not them. | 
GH. Marry there are, tho I believe them not, 

o ſay you meddle in affairs of ftate : | 
That you preſume to prattle like a buſy-body, 
Give your advice, and teach the Lords o'th'council 
What fits the order of the common weal. 

FJ. Sh. Oh that the buſy world, at leaſt in this, 
Would take example from a wretch like me? 
None then would waſte their hours in foreign thoughts, 
Forget themſelves and what concerns their peace, 

To tread the mazes of fantaſtic falſnood, 
To haunt her idle ſounds and flying tales, 
Throꝰ all the giddy noify courts of rumour ; 
Malicious ſlander never would have leifure 
To ſearch with prying eyes for faults abroad, 
If all, like me, confider'd their own hearts, 
And wept the ſorrows which they found at home. 
Ghft. Go to! I know your pow'r, and tho? I truſt not 
To every breath of fame, I'm not to learn 
That r is profeſſed your 8 vaſſal. 
But fair befal your beauty: uſe it wiſely, 
And it may ſtand your fortunes much in ſtead, 
Give back your forfeit land with large increaſe, 
And place you high in ſafety and in honour : 
Nay, Icould point a way, the which purſuing, 
You ſhall not only bring yourſelt advantage, 
But give the realm much worthy cauſe to thank vou. * 
8 45 + 


© 


L 93 J 
7. S5. Oh! where or how Can my unworthy hand 


Become an inſtrument of good to any? 
Inſtruct ou lowly ſlave, and let me fly 


To yield obedience to your dread command. [well. 
Gl. Why, that's well ſaid— Thus then—O ſerve me 

The ſtate, for many high and potent reaſons 

Deeming my brother Fa war 's ſon unfit 

For the imperial weight of England's crown 
J. Sh. Alas! for pity. [ After, 
G. Therefore have reſolv'd 

To ſet aſide their unavailing infancy, 

And veſt the ſov'reign rule in abler hands. 


This tho* of great importance to the public, ä 
Haſtings. for very peeviſhneſs and ſpleen, | 
Does ſtubbemnly oppoſe. ' - 


J. Sb. Dees he ? does Haſtings? 

Glo, Ay, Haſtings. 34 

J. Sb. Reward him for the noble deed, juſt Heavens: 
For this one action, guard and diſtinguiſh him 
With ſignal mereies, and with great deliverance, 
Save him from wrong, adverſity and ſhame, * 
Let never- fading honours flouriſh round him, TE 
And conſecrate his name ey*n to time's end; | 
Let him know nothing elſe but good on earth, 
And everlaſting bleſſedneſs hereafter. 


- 


GI. How now! i © n 
J. Sh. The poor forſaken, royal little ones? \ 
Shall they be left a prey to ſavage power! 
Can they lift up their harmleſs hands in vain, | 
Or cry to Heaven for help, and not be heard! 
Impoſſible! © gallant generous Haſtings, 
Go on, purſue, aſſert the ſacred cauſe! 
Stand forth, thou proxy of all-ruling Providence, 
And ſave the friendleſ infant from oppteſſion. 
Saints ſhall aſſiſt thee with prevailing prayers, 
And warring angels combat on thy de. 


Cat. You're paſling rich in this ſame heavenly W | 
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And ſpend it at your pleaſure. Nay, but mark me! 
My favour is not bought with words like theſe : 
Go to—you'll teach your tongue another tale. 

J. $h. No, tho' the royal Edward has undone me, 


He was my King, my gracious maſter {till ; 


He lov'd me too, tho” twas a guilty flame, 
And fatal to my peace, yet ftill he lov'd me; 
With fondneſs with tenderneſs he doated, 


-Dwelt in my eyes, and liv'd but in my ſmiles. 


And can I-—O my heart abhors the thought! 


Stand by, and ſee his children robb'd of right? ther. 
Gig. Dare not, ev'n for thy ſoul, to thwart me fur- 

None of your arts, your feigning, and your foolery ; 

Your dainty, ſqueamiſh, coying it to me. hs 

Go——to your Lord, your paramour, begons; 

Liſp in his ear, hang wanton on his neck, 

And play your monkey gambols o'er to him: 


EF. You know my purpoſe, look that you purſue it, 


And make him yield obedience to my will. 


Do it or woe upon thy harlot's head. 


Sh. O that my ton d ev ace of ſpeech, 
LA and commandin 2 brea of 2 
Sweet as the poets numbers, and prevailing | 
As foft perſuaſion to a love-fick maid : 

That I had art and eloquence divine! 
To pay my duty to my maſter's aſhes, 

And plead to death the cauſe of injur'd innocence. 
Gl. Ha! 7 thou brave me, minion! Doſt thou 
now - 

How vile, how very a wretch, my pow'r can make thee ; 
That I can let looſe fear, diſtreſs and famine, 
To hunt thy heels, like hell-hounds thro” the world; 


&E "That I can place thee in ſuch an abject ſtate, 


And curſe thy life in bitterneſs and miſery ? 


7 


As * 1 never find thee; where repining, 
Thou ſhalt fit down, and gnaw the earth for anguiſh, 
Howl like the midnight wolf amid® the deſert, 


J. Sh. 
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J. Sb. Let me be branded for the | ſcorn, . 
Turn'd forth and driven to wander like a vagabond, 
Be friendleſs, and forſaken, ſeek my bread | 
Upon the barren wild, and deſolate waſte, 
Feed on my ſighs, and drink my falling tears; 
Ere I conſent to teach my lips injuſtice, 
0 the orphan = has — to _—_ him. 
. *Tis well we'll try the temper of your heart. 
What, hoa! Who waits e ? A 
Enter Ratcliffe, C ateſby, and Attendants. 
Rat. Your highneſs' pleaſure 
Gl. Go ſome of you, and turn this ſtrumpet forth! 
Spurn her into the ſtreet, there let her periſh, 
And rot upon a dunghill. Thro? the city o 
See it proclaim'd, that none, on pain of death, 
Perſume to give her comfort, food or harbour ? 
Who minifters the ſmalleſt comfort, dies. 
Her houſe, her coſtly furniture and wealth, 
The purchaſe of her looſe luxurious life, 
We — on, for the profit of the ſtate. | 
Away! Be goo 0 | [ Exit. 8 
J. $h. O thou moſt righteous Judge 3 
Humbly behold, I bow myſelf to thee, 
And own thy juſtice in this hard decree : 
No longer then my riper offences ſpare, 
But what I merit, let me learn to bear. 
Yet fince tis all my wretchedneſs can give, 
For my paſt crimes my forfeit life receive 
— for my ſuff rings here I crave, 
only hope forgiveneſs in the grave. 
, Fane Shores 


—— —ñ6B 2 ͤ — 
HAMLET, 
Anxctis and miniſters of defend us? 


Be thou a ſpirit of health, or goblin damn d. 
9 | 4 
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ig with thee airs from heav'n,. or-blaſts 8 1 
| 2 intents wicked ox charitable, 
Thou com'ſt in ſuch a queſtionable ſhape, . ! 
That I will ſpeak to thec. I'll call thee Hamlet, 
King, Father, Royal Dane: oh! anſwer me, 
Let me not burſt in ignorance; but tell Is | 
Why thy bones hears'd in canonized-earth, 5 v0 
4 Hoo burſ heir geren why the ſepulchre, 
—_— we ſaw thee A in- urn d, | 


To ca thee op gut? 
Jeng r * 


& thus. the 

=” red night ed any and us fools of nature ; 
So horribly to ſhake our diſpoſition 

With chooghts beyond the reaches of our ſouls ? 

Lo why is this ? wherefore, what ſhall we do?: 

= - [ Ebgft beckons Hamlet, 

= . Hor. It beckons you co | 


1 r 4 
3 As if it ——ů 2 8 


8 ©. 
av =. Tae — 
= Ly 


Jo you alone. þ 
Mar. R aQtion, - 
It waves you ONE COLO TY 
Re - | A 
_ Her. No, b l no 2 [ Holding Hamlet. 
1 Ham. It alk; then Lwillfollow-it; + 27 2 
i Her. Do not, _— | 
4 Ham. Why, what ſhould: be-the fear | vt A 
Ido not ſet my life at a pins ſee; 1 1 
And for my ſoul whatcanivdo:toahat,, | wo Ma 
4 =o Athing immortal as its ſelf? "."m 
1 waves me forth again, —1'l] follow it— 
2 What iP it tempt you towards the flood, i 


8 Or to the dreadful ſummit aß the cliff, | 


= That beetles o'er his baſe into the ſea ; 
| And thee.affuide: ſome-borribleform, v1 
| 3 — N 
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And draw you into madneſs? Think of it. 
The very place puts toys of deſperation, 
Without more motive, into every brain, 
T hat looks ſo many fathoms to the ſea, 
And hears 1t roar beneath, 
Ham. It waves me ſtill : go on, I'll follow thee— 
Mar. You ſhall not go, my Lord. 
Ham. Hold off your hand. 
Hor. Be rul'd, you ſhall not go. 
Ham, My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve: 
Still am I call'd? unhand me, gentlemen— 
[ Breaking from them, 
By Heav'n, I'll make a ghoſt of him that lets me— 
I ſay, away. —Go on—T'l follow thee— 
[ Exit Ghoſt and Hamlet. 
Hor. He waxes deſp'rate with i imagination. : 
Mar. Let's follow; tis not fit thus to obey ham. | 
Hor. Have after. To what ifſug will this come?) 
Mar. Something is rotten in the ſtate of n "4 
_ Hor. Heav'n will direct it, 


Mar. Nay, let's follow him. [ Exits 
Re-enter Ghoſt and Hamlet. 

Ham. Where wilt thou lead me? ſpeak; I'll go no fur- 

G. Mark me. . a 

Ham, I will. | 


Ghoſt. ay hour is almoſt come, 


When I to ſulphurous and to tormenting flames 
Muſt render up myſelf. 


Ham. Alas, poor Ghoſt! 

Ghote. Pity me not, but lend thy ſerious hearing 
To what I ſhall unfold. 

Ham. Speak; I'm bound to bear. 


Ghoft, So art thou to revenge, when chou ſhalt hear, 
Ham. What? | 


C. 1 am thy father's s ſpirit; de 
8 Doom d 


| 
| 
| 
3 
| 
I 
k. 
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Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night, 
And for the day, confin'd to-faft in fires; 
Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature 
Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the ſecrets of my priſon-houſe, - | 
T could a tale unfold, whoſe lighteſt word 
Would harrow up thy ſoul, freeze thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes like ftars ſtart from their ſpheres, 
Thy knotty and combined locks to part, 
And each particular hair to ſtand on end 
= Like quills upon the fretful porcupine ; 
But this eternal blazon muſt not be 
JI 0o cars of fleſh and blood. Lift, liſt, oh liſt! 
Tf thou didft ever thy dear father love——— 
Ham. O Heav'n! 
G. Revenge his foul and moſt unnatural murder, 
Ham, Murder! : | 
Ge. Murder moſt foul, as in the beſt it is; 
But this moſt foul, ſtrange and unnatural, 

Ham. Haſte me to know it, that I with wings as ſwift 
As meditation, or the thoughts of love, | 
May ſweep to my revenge. | 
GH. I find thee apt; | 5 
And duller ſhouldſt thou be than the fat weed 
That rots itſelf in eaſe on Lethe's wharf, 
Would thou not ftir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear: 
is given out, that ſleeping in my orchard, * 

A ſerpent ſtung me. So the whole car of Denmark 

Is by a forged proceſs of my death 
Rankly abus d; but know, thou noble youth, 
The ſerpent that did ting thy father's life 

Now wears his crown. 

Han. O my prophetic foul! my uncle? 
GH. Ay, that inceſtuous, that adulterate beaſt, 
With witchcraft of his wits, with trait'rous gifts, 
(oh wicked wit and gifts, that have the power 

So to ſeduce!) won to his ſhameful Inſt 


* 
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The will of my moſt ſeeming virtuous Queen. 
O, Hamlet, ae 45 a falling of was there! 
From me, whoſe love was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in haad ev'n with the vow 
I made to her in marriage; and to decline 
Upon a wretch whoſe nat'ral gifts were poor 
To thoſe of mine! 

But virtue, as it never will be mov'd, 

Though lewdneſs court. it in a ſhape of heay'n ; 
So luſt, though to a radiant angel link'd, 
Will ſate itſelf in a celeſtial bed, 

And prey on garbage. 
But ſoft, methinks I ſcent the morning air 
Prief let me he: ſleeping within my orchard, 
My cuſtom always in the afternoon, . 
Upon my ſecure hour thy uncle ſtole, _ 
With juice of curſed hebenon in a vial, 
And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
The leprous diſtilment; whoſe effi 1 
Holds Fach an enmity with blood of man, 
That ſwift as quick- ſilver it courſes through 
The nat'ral gates and alleys of the body; 
And with ſudden vigour it doth poſſet 
And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 
The thin and whcleſome Ho : ſodid it mine, 
And a moſt inſtant tetter bark'd about, 
Moft Jazar-like, with vile and loathſome cruſt 
All my ſmooth body, | 
Thus was I ſleeping by a brother's hand, 
Of life, of crown, of Queen at once diſpatcht; 
Cut off even in the bloſſoms of my ſin, 
Unhouſel'd, unanointed, unnanneal'd; 
No reckn' ning made, but ſent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head. * 
Oh horrible! oh horrible! moſt horrible! | 
Tf thou haſt nature in thee, bear it not; - 
Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned inceſt. 

<< 


tk 


I've ſworn itt——— 


nd 
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But bow ſoever thou purſu'ſt this act, 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy ſoul contrive 
Againſt thy mother aught, leave her to Heav'n, 
And to thoſe thorns that in her boſom lodge, 
To prick and ſting her. Fare thee well at once! 
The glow- worm ſhews the matin to be near, 


And gins to pale his ineffectual fire. 


Adieu, adieu, adieu; remember me. [ Exit, 
Ham. Oh all you hoſt of heaven! oh earth! what elſe ? 
And ſhall I couple hell? oh hold, my heart 
And you, my finews, grow not inſtant old; 

But bear me ſtifly up: Remember thee !— 

Ay, thou poor. ghoſt, while memory holds a ſeat 
In this diſtracted globe: Remember thee!— 
Yea, from the table of my memory 

I'll wipe away all trivial fond records, 

All ſaws of books, all forms and preſſures paſt, 
That youth and obſervation copied there; | 
And thy commandments all alone ſhall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Unmixt with baſer matter. Yes, by Heav'n : 
O moſt pernicious woman! 
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Oh villain, villain, ſmiling damned villain! 


My tables, meet it is, I fet it down, 

That one may ſmile, and ſmile, and be a villain; 

At leaſt 'm ſure it may be ſo in Denmark; [Writing. 
So, uncle, there you are: now to my word; 

It is, Adieu, adieu, remember ne: | 


— 
HAMLET. 


* 1 O be, or not to be: that is the queſtion 
Whether tis nobler in the mind to ſuffer 


The ſlings and arrows of outrageous fortunc; 
Or to take arms againſt a ſea of troubles, 


And 
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And by oppoſing end them. To die - to fleep— 

No more; and by a ſleep to ſay we end ; 

The heart-ache and the thouſand natural ſhocks 

That fleſh is heir to; 'tis a conſummation 
Devoutly to be wiſhed. To die—to ſleepz g- 

To fleep—perchance to dream; ay, there's the rub—- 

For in that ſleep of death what dreams may come, 

When we have ſhuffled off this mortal coil, 

Muſt give us pauſe. There's the reſpect 

'That makes calamity of ſo long life. | 

For who would bear the whips and ſcorns of time, -- 

Th' oppreſſor's wrong, the proud man's contumely, 

The pangs of deſpis'd love, the law's delay, 

The inſolence of office, and the ſpurns 

That patient merit of th” unworthy takes ; 

When he himſelf might his Quietut make 

With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels bear, 

To groan and ſweat under a weary life, 

But that the dread of ſomething 3 death, 

(That undiſcover'd country, from whoſe bourn. 

No traveller returns) puzzles the will, 

And makes us rather bear thoſe ills we have, 

Than fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus conſcience does make cowards of us all, 

And thus the native hue of reſolution 

Ts ficklied o'er with the pale caſt of thought; 

And enterprizes of great pith and moment, 

With this regard, their current turn away, 
And loſe the name of action. 


LoTH ART0, 


I O tell thee then the purport of my thoughts, 24 
The loſs of this fond paper would not give me 2 
A moment of diſquiet, were it not 


_ * CY 
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My inſtrument of vengeance on this Altamont ;- 
Therefore I mean to wait ſome opportunity 
Of ſpeaking with the maid we ſaw this morning. 

K /. I with you, Sir, to think upon the danger 
Of being ſeen; to-day their friends are round em, 
And any eye that lights by chance on you, 
Shall put your life andſatety to the hazard. ; 


[ They confer gſide. 
Enter Horatio. 


= Hor. St'll I muſt doubt ſome myſtery of miſchief, 
Some artifice beneath. Lothario's father! 
I knew him well; he was ſagacious, cunning, 
Fluent in words, and bold in peaceful councils, , I 
But of a cold, inactive hand in war; | 
Yet with theſe coward's virtues he undid 
My unſuſpecting, valiant, honeft friend: 
This ſon, if I miſtake not, is more hot, | 
More open and unartful.— Ha! he's here! [Seeing him. 
Laub. Damnation! He again! This ſecond time 
To-day he's croſs'd me like my evil genius. 
Hlr. I ſought you, Sir. | 
Loth. Tis well then I am found. | 
Hor. "Tis well you are; The man who wrongs my. 
To the earth's utmoſt verge would J purſue! ſfriend. 
No place, tho“ e'er fo holy ſhould protect him; 
No ſhape that art or fear &'er form'd ſhould hide him, 
Till he fair anſwer made, and did me juſtice. | 
Lab. Ha! doſt thou know me, that 1 am Lothario ? 
As great a name as this proud city boaſts of. 
= Who is this mighty man then, this Horatio, 
That T ſhould baſely hide me from his anger, 
© Left he ſhould chide me for his friend's diſpleaſure ? 
Hor. 'The brave, tis true, do never ſhun the light. 
Juſt are their thoughts, and open are their tempers, 
Freely without Anis they love and hate, 
Still are they found in the fair face of day, 
And heav'n and men are judges of their actions. 
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L1th, Such let 'em be of mine; there's not a purpoſe 

Which my ſoul e'er fram'd, or my hand acted, 

But 1 could well have bid the world look on, 

And what I once durſt do, have dar d to juſtify. 
thr. Where was this open boldneſs, this res! ſpirit, 

When but this very morning I ſurpris'd _ 

In baſe, diſhoneſt privacy, conſulting _ | 

And bribing a poor mercenary wretch, - 

Jo ſell her lady's ſecrets, tain her honour ? 

At the fight of me thou fled'ſt, 

And with a forg'd contrivance, blaſt her virtue. 
Loth. Ha! fled from thee ? | 
Thr. Thou fled'f, and guilt was on thee, like a thief, 

A pilferer deſcry'd in ſome dark comer, | 

Who there had lodg'd with miſchievous intent 

To rob and ravage at the hour of reſt, 

And do a midnight murder on the lleepers, 

Loth. Slave, villain. 
[Of ers to draw, Rofſano holds him, 
R. Hold, my Lord! think where you are, | 

Think how unſafe -and- hurtful to your 

It were to urge a quarrel in this place, 

And ſhock the peaceful city with a broil. | . 
Loth. Then ſince thou doſt provoke ee vengeance, 

I would not for this city's 1 [know | 

Which the ſea wafts to our [nn ng "th | 

But that the joys I reap'd with-thatfond wanton, 

The wife of „4 ſhould be as public 

As is the noon-day ſun, air, earth and water, 

Or any common benefit of nature: | 

Think'ſt thou I meant the ſhame ſhould be conceal'd 

Oh no! by hell and vengeance, all I wanted | 

Was ſome fit meſſenger to bear the news | 

To the dull doating huſband : now I have found yard ; 

And thou art he. 

Hor. I hold thee baſe 

To break through law, and {puro at ſacred: - T 

And do a brutal injury lik this: 5 

et 
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And w 


_ 1 


Vet mark me well, young Lord; I think Caliſa 


Too nice, too noble, and too great of ſoul, 
To be the prey of ſuch a thing as thou art. 
"Twas baſe and poor, unworthy of a man, 

To forge a ſcroll fo villanous and looſe, 

And mark it with a noble lady's name: 

Theſe are the mean, diſhoneſt arts of cowards ; 


Strangers to manhood, and to glorious danger; 


Who, bred at home in idleneſs and riot, 
Ranſack for miſtreſſes th' unwholeſome ſtews, 


And never knew the worth of virtuous love. 


Loth, Think'ſt thou I forg'd the letter? Think ſo ſtill, 
Till broad ſhame come ſtaring in thy face, | 
And boys ſhall hoot the cuckold as he paſſes. 
Hor. Away! no woman could deſcend ſo low: 
A ſkipping dancing worthleſs tribe you are, 
Fit only for yourſelves: You herd together! 
a the circling glaſs warm your yain hearts, 

You talk of beauties that you never ſaw, 
And fancy raptures that you never knew. 
Legends of ſaints, who never yet had being, 
Or being, ne'er were ſaints, are not ſo falſe, 
As the Bed tales which you recount of love. 

.Lath. But that I do not hold it worth my leiſure, 
could produce ſuch damning proof—— 

Hor. Tis falſe: | 


| You blaſt the fair with lies beeauſe they ſcorn you, 


Hate you like age, like uglineſs and impotence : 

Rather than make you bleſt, they would die virgins, 

And ſtop the propagation of mankind. ; 
Lah. It is the curſe of fools to be ſecure; 

And that be thine and Altamont's. Dream on: 

Nor think upon my gengeance, till thou feel'ſt it. 
Hor. Hold, fir, another word, and then farewel ; 

Tho' I think greatly of Caliſta's virtue, 


And hold it far beyond thy power to kurt; 
Let, as ſhe ſhares the honour of my Altamont; 
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And kept at life's expence, I muſt not have 

(Mark me, young fir) her very name profan'd. 

Learn to reſtrain the licence of your ſpeech ; 

Tis held you are too laviſh: When you are met 

Among your ſet of fools, talk of your dreſs, 

Of dice, of whores, of horſes, and yourſelves ; 

*Tis ſafer, and becomes your underſtanding. 

Loth. What if we paſs beyond this ſolemn order I 
And if, in defiance of the ftern Horatio, | 
Indulge our gayer thoughts, let laughter looſe, 

And uſe this ſacred friendſhip for our mirth? 

Hor. Tis well, fir, you ate pleaſant— 

Loth. By all the joys | 
Which my ſoul has yet uncontroul'd purſu'd, 

I would not turn afde from my leaſt pleaſure, 

Tho' all thy force were arm'd to bar my way: 

But like the birds, great nature's happy commoners, 

'That haunts in woods, in meads, flow'ry gardens, 

Rifle the ſweets, and choiceſt fruits, 

Yet ſcorn to aſk the lordly owner's leave. 

Hor. What liberty has vain preſumptuous youth, 
That thou ſhould'ſ dare Le? = me unchaſtis'd ? 
But henceforth, boy, I warn thee, ſhun my walks: 
If in the bounds of yon forbidden place 
Again thou*rt found, expect a puniſhment, 

Such as great ſouls, impatient ir an injury, 

Exact from thoſe who wrong em much, ev'n death: 

Or ſomething worſe! an injur'd huſband's vengeance 

Shall print a thouſand wounds, tear thy fine form 

And ſcatter thee to all the winds of heaven. 

Lath. Is then my way in Genoa preſcrib'd, 

By a dependent on the wretched Altamont, 

A talking fir, that brawls for him in taverns, 

And vouches for his valour's reputation? | 
Hor. Away, thy ſpeech is fouler than thy manners, 
Loh. Or if there be a name more vile, his parafite, 

A beggar's paraſite! 


Har, 


© Ref. Hold ! it goes no farther here. | 
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Her, Now learn humility, | 
| {Offers to flrike hin, Raſſuno interpoſes. 
Since brutes and boys are only taught with blows, 
; Toth. Damnation? (They dia. 


Flor. *Tis too much: already fee, 
The crowd are gath'ring to us. 
Leb. O Roflano! wel 
Or gire me way, or thou'rt no more my friend. 
Ro, Sciolto's ſervants, too, have ta'en th'alarm ; 
You'll be oppreſt by numbers: be advis'd 
Or muſt I force you hence; take't on my word, 
You ſhall have juſtice done you on Horatio; 
Put up, my lord. . 
Lul. This won't brook delay; 
Wet of the town a mile among the rocks, 
Two hours ere noon to-morrow. I expect thee, 
Thy fingle hand to mine. 
or or meet thee there. 
Lith, 'To-mofrow, oh my better ſtars! to-morrow 
Exert your influence, ſhine. ſtrongly for me; 
Tis not a common conqueſt I would gain, 


Since love, as well as arms, muſt grace my triu 


mph. 
| ( Exeunt Lothario bus | Rofſans. 
Hor. Two hours ere noon to-morrow ! ha! ere that 

He ſees Caliſta! oh, unthinking fool— . 
What if I urge her with the crime and danger? 
If any ſpark from Heav'n remain unquench'd 
Within her breaſt, my breath perhaps may wake it: 
Could I but proſper there, I would not doubt 
My combat with that loud vain glorious boaſter, 
Were you, ye fair, but cautious whom ye truſt, 
Did you but think how ſeldpm fools are juſt, 


So many of your ſex would not in vain, 


Of broken vows, and faithleſs men, complain; 
Of all the various wretches love has made, 

How few have been by men of ſenſe betray'd? 
be Convinc'd . 
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Pleas'd to be happy, as you're pleas'd to bleſs, 
And conſcious of your worth can never love you leſs. 


Fair Penitent. 
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\ \ ERE you, ye gameſters, cautious whom ye truſt, 
Did you but know how ſeldom fortune's juſt, 
So many filly dupes would not in vain 
Of broken credit and of fate complain: 
Of all the various wretches play has made, 
How few have been npon the ſquare betray d? 
Convinc'd by reaſon we a ſlight detect, 
Nor practiſe what we treat with diſreſpeR, | 
Convinc'd that truth will honeſtly protect. 


| I 3 
Mznxcurio. 


O Then I ſee queen Mab hath been with you; 
She is Fancy's mid-wife, and ſhe comes 

In ſhape no bigger than an agate-ſtone 

On the fore-finger of an alderman, 

Drawn with a team of little atomies, 

Athwart men's noſes — _ lie aſleep, 

Her w ſpokes made of long ſpiders legs; 
The Kev. 4p the wings of grafhoppers FE: 

The traces, of the ſmalleſt ipider's web! 

The collars of the moon-ſhine's watry beams; 
Her whip, of cricket's bone, the laſh of film; 

Her waggoner a ſmall grey-coated gnat, 


Not halt ſo big as a round little worm, ; 189] 
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Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid. 


Her chariot is an empty hazle nut, 

Made by the joiner ſquirrel, or old grub, 

Time out of mind the fairies coach makers : 

And in this ſtate ſhe gallops night by night, 
Through lovers brains, and then they dream of love; 


On courtiers knees, that dream on curt'fies ſtraight : 


O'er lawyers fingers, who ſtraight dreams on fees; 
O'er ladies lips, who ſtraight on kiſſes dream; 
Sometimes ſhe gallops o'er a lawyer's noſe, 

And then he dreams of ſmelling out a fuit ; 

And ſometimes comes ſhe with a tithe pig's tail, 
Tickling the parſon as he lies aſleep ; 
'Then dreams - of another benefice ; 

Sometimes ſhe driveth o'er a ſoldier's neck, 

And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 

Of breaches, ambuſcades, Spaniſh blades, 

Of healths five fathom deep; and then anon 
Drums in his ears, at which he ftarts and wakes, 
And being thus frighted, ſwears a prayer or two, 


And ſleeps again. 
FE ' Romeo and Juliet. 
. 4 ' 
— — 


— 


. 


Romeo, , 


| H E Jeſts on ſcars that never felt a wound 


But ſoft ! what light thro' yonder window breaks ? 
It is the eaſt, and Juliet is the ſun! 5 

4 | Juliet appears above at a window. 
Ariſe, fair ſun, and kill the envious moon, 4 


| Who is already fick and pale with grief, 


That thou her maid, art far more fair than ſhe. _ 

She ſpeaks, yet ſhe ſays nothing : what of that? 

Her eye diſcourſes, I will anſwer it; 

I am too bold—Oh were thoſe eyes in heav'n, 

They'd through the airy region ſtream ſo bright, 15 
| 6.4 at 
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That birds would ſing, and think it were the mori: 
See how ſhe leans her cheek upon her hand l 
O that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheek ! | 
Jul. Ah me! 
Rom. She ſpeaks, ſhe ſpeaks! 
O ſpeak again, bright angel, for thou art 
As glorious to this ſight, being o'er my head, 
As 1s a winged nag from heav'n 
Io the yp-turn'd wond'ring eyes of mortals, 
When he beſtrides the lazy-pacing clouds, 
And fails upon the boſom of the air. 
Jul. Romeo, Romeo——wherefore art thou Romeo? 
Deny thy father, and refuſe thy name: 
Or if thou wilt not, be but ſworn my love, 
And I'Il no longer be a Capulet. 


Rom. Shall I hear more, or ſhall I ſpeak at this? Aide. 


Jul. Tis but thy name that is my enemy; 
What is a name? that which we call a roſe, 
By any other name would ſmell as ſweet. 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes, 
Without that title; Romeo, quit thy name, 
And for that name, which 1s no part of thee, 
Take all myſelf. | 

Rom. I take thee at thy word: | 
Call me but love, I will forſwear my name, 
And never more be Romeo. | 

Jul. What man art thou, thus beſereen'd in night, 
So ſtumbleſt on my counſel? _ 

Rom. I know not how to tell thee who I am : 
My name, dear faint, is hateful to myſelf, 
Becauſe it 1s an enemy to thee, | 12 

ul, My ears have not yet drunk an hundred words 

Of that tongue's uttering, yet I know the ſound, | 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Mountague? * 

Rom. Neither, fair 2 ther thee diſpleaſe. 


= 
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Jul. How cam'ſt thou hither, tell me, and for what? 
The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb, 
And the place death, conſidering who thou art, 
If any of my kinſmen find thee here. | 

Rem. With love's light wings did I o'er-perch theſe 
For ſtony limits cannot hold love out; [ walls, 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt : . 
Therefore thy kinſmen are no ſtop to me. 

Jul. If they do ſee thee, they will murder thee. 

Rom. Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye, 


Than twenty of their ſwords; look thou but ſweet, 


Aud I am proof againſt their enmity. 


Jil. I would not for the world they ſaw thee here. 
Buy whoſe direction found'f thou out this place? 
Rom. By love, that firſt did prompt me to enquire; 

He lent me counſel, and J lent him eyes: | 

I am no pilot, yet wert thou as far 

As the vaſt ſhore, waſh'd with the fartheſt ſea, 

IT would venture for ſuch merchandize. 

Jul. Thou know'ſ the maſk of night is on my face, 

Elie would a maiden bluſh bepaint my cheek, 

For that thou haſt heard me ſpeak to-night. | 

Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 

What I have ſpoke—but farewel compliment: 

Doft thou love me? I know thou. wilt ſay, ay, 

And I will take thy word—yet if thou ſweareſt, 

Thou may'f prove falſe; at lovers perjuries 

They ſay Jove laughs. Oh gentle Romeo, 

If thou doſt love, pronounce it faithfully : 

Or if you think I am too quickly won, 

I'll be perverſe, and ſay thee nay, | 

So thou wilt woo: but elſe not for the world. 

In truth, fair Mountague, I am too fond; 

And therefore thou may ſt think my haviour light: 

But truſt me, gentleman, I'II prove more true, 

Iban thoſe that have more cunning to be ſtrange. 

I ſhould have been more ſtrange, I muſt confeſs, 


But 
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But that ou over-heard'ſt, ere I was ware, 
My true love's paſſion ;. therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this yielding to light love 
Which the night hath ſo diſcovered. 
Rem. Lady, by yonder bleſſed moon I vow— 
Jul. O ſwear not by the moon, th'inconitant moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled orb; 
Left that thy love prove likewiſe variable. 
Rem, What ſhall I ſwear by ? 
Jul. Well, do not, ſwear at all; 
Or if thou wilt, ſwear by thy gracious ſelf, 
Which is the god of my idolatry, 
And I'll believe thee. | 
Rom. If my true heart's love 
Jul. Well, do not ſwear—Although I joy in thee, 
F have no joy of this contract to-night; 
It is too raſh, too unadvis'd, too ſudden, 
Too like the lightning that does ceaſe to be 
Ere one can ſay, it lightens—ſweet, good night, 
This bud of love by ſummers ripening breath 
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet: 
Good night, good night——as ſweet repoſe and reſt 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breaſt. 
Ram. O wilt thou leave me ſo unſatisfied ? 
Jul. What ſatisfaction canſt thou haye to-night? 
Rom. Th'exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine. 
Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didit requeſt it, 
And yet * it were to give again. (love? 
Rem. Would'ſt thou withdraw it? for what purpoſe, 
Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee again. 
My bounty is as boundleſs as the ſea, 
My love as deep; the more I give to thee, 
The more I have, for both are infinite. 3 
J hear ſome noiſe within; dear love, adieu. | 
[ Narſe calls Withite | 
Anon, good nurſe.— Sweet Mountague, be true; 


Stay but a little, I will come again, | 
F 2 | Nom. 
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Ram. O bleſſed, bleſſed night. I am afraid 
Being in night, all this is but a dream! 
Too flattering ſweet to be ſubſtantial. 
Re-enter Juliet above. 
Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night indeed: 
If that thy bent of love be honourable, 
Thy purpoſe, marriage, ſend me word to-morrow 
By one that I'll procure to come to thee. 
Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite ; 
und all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay, 
Ard follow thee, my ns; throughout the won : 
. Within: Madan. 
I come anon—hut thou mean'ſt not well; | 
I do beſeech thee- ¶Vubin; Madam. By and by I 
come 
To ceaſe thy ſuit, and leave me to my grief, 
Jo- morrow will I ſend. 
Rom. So thrire my ſoul. 


Jul. A thouſand times good night. _ 
dom. A chouſand times the 1 — want thy light. 
Enter Julio. 


| Jul. Hiſt! Romeo, hilt! O for a > falke s voice, 
Jo lure this taſſel gentle back again— 
Bondage is hoarſe, and may not peak aloud.— 
Elſe would I tear the cave where Echo lies, 
And make her angry tongue more hoarſe than mine 
With repetition of my Romeo. 
Rom. It is my love that calls upon my name. 
How filver-ſweet ſound lovers toogues by night, 
Like ſofteſt muſic to attending cars! | 
Jul. Romeo! Tie : 
Rom. My ſweet! 5 
Jul. What a clock — 
Shall I fend to thee? 9 
Rom, By the hour of nine. 
. 1 will not fail; 'tis twenty years till thi. 
1 have forgot why did 1 call thee back. = ' 
[ Ms 
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Rom. Let me ſtand here till thou remember it. 

Jul. I ſhall forget, to have thee ſtill ſtand there, 
Rememb' ring how I love thy company. 

Rom. And I'll ſtay here to have thee ſtill forget; 
N any ether home but this. 

Jul. Tis almoſt morning. I would have thee gone, 
And yet no farther than a wanton's bird, 
That let's it hop a little from her hand, 
And with a filk thread pulls it back again,. 
So loving jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I was thy bird. 

Tul. Sweet, ſo would 1, | 
Yet I ſhould kill thee with much cheriſhing, 
Good night, good night. Parting is ſuch ſweet ſorrow, 
That L ould ſay good night till it be —_—_ 
| xit, 

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy. breaſt? 
Would I were ſleep and peace: ſweet, to reſt! 
Henc will I to my ghoſtly father's cell, 
His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. 

20 | : Romeo and Juliet 


* 


—— ns nn 
OTHELLO,. | 
Mos tent, grave, and reverend figniors; 
y ve 4 — — * maſters; 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
It is moſt true; true, I have married her; * 
The very head and front of my offending, | 
Hath this extent; no more. Rude am I in ſpeech, 
And little bleſs'd with the ſoft phraſe of peace 
For fince theſe arms of mine had ſeven years pith, 
Till now, ſome nine moons waſted, they have us'di - 
Their deareſt actions in the tented field ; 
And little of this great * can I ſpeak, 
WY 3 g 


More 


. 
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More than pertains to feats of broils and battle; 
And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, 
In ſpeaking for myſelf. Yet, by your patience, 


I will a round unvarniſn'd tale deliver, 


Of my whole courſe of love; what drugs, what charms, 
What conjuration, and what mighty magick, 
For ſuch proceeding 1 am charg'd'withal) 
I won his daughter with. 
* 9 Othello, 
— | 
BuRLEsQUP on the foregoing. 


Mosr potent, gay, irreverend ſigniors, 
My very noble and approv'd good fellows; 


I bat I have been a vagrant ſtrolling player, 


It ĩs moſt true; true, I have been a mummer; 
The very head and front of my profeſſion, 

Hath this extent; no more. Loud am I in ſpeech, 
And little bleſs'd with the ſmooth phraſe of towns; 
For fince theſe-arms of mine had ſeven years pith, 
Till now ſome nine months waſted, have they us'd 


I beir deareſt action in the rafted barn; 


And little of the theatre can I ſpeak, 


8 More than pertains to elaps, groans and hiſſes; 
Aud therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, 


In ſpeaking for myſelf. Vet, by your gracious patience 
I will a round unvarniſh'd tale deliver, ; 
Of my hole courſe of life; what cork, what brickduſt, 


What paverty, and what mighty ſhifts, 


| — uch calamities I've met withal) 
me with your honours. 


—— —U— 
" Taco. 


Tr Caffio Joves her, I do well believe; * 
bat ſhe loves him, tis apt, and of great credit. 


* 
4 ' 
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The Moor, howbeit that I endure him not, 

Is of a conſtant, loving, noble nature; - 

And, I dare think, he'll prove to De/demona, 

A moſt dear huſband. Now I love her too, 

Not out of abſolate luſt, (tho', peradventure, 

I ſtand accountant for as great a ſin ;) 

But partly led to diet my revenge, 

For that I do ſuſpect the luſtfol Moor 

Hath leapt into my ſeat : the thought whereof ? 

Doth like a poiſonous mineral, gnaw my inwards; 

And nothing can, or ſhall, content my foul, 

Till I am even'd with him, wife for wife; 

Or failing ſo, yet that I put the Moor 

At leaſt into a jealouſy ſo ftrong, 

That judgment cannot cure: which thing to do, 

If this poor brach of Venice, whom I trace 

For his quick hunting, ſtand the putting on, 

I'll have our Michael Caffio on the hip, 

Abuſe him to the Moor in the rank garb; 

(For I fear Caſſo with my night-cap, too) 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 

For making him egtegiouſly an aſs; _ | 

And praftifing upon his peace and quiet, | 

Even to madneſs. is but yet confus d: 
EKnavery's plain face is never ſeen, till us C. 


Othelle, . 


OTRazsLLO, 


Excklikvr wench l Perdition catch my ſoul, 

But I do love thee; and when I love thee not, 

Chaos is come again. 
Tago. My noble lord— 
Orb. What doſt thou ſay, Jago? 

Jago. Did Michael when you woo'd my lady, 

know of your love ? 2 . 


— 
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Ob. He did, from firſt to laſt. Why doſt thou-aſk ® 
Jap But for a ſatisfaction of my thought; 


No farther harm. 


O:h, Why of thy thought, Jago? 
Tags. I did not think he'd been acquainted with it. 


Orb. Oh, yes, and went between us, very oft. 
Tape. Indeed! 
Orch. Indeed! ay, indeed. Diſcern'ſt thou aught of 
B he not honeſt ?: that ?. 
lago. Honeſt, my lord! 
Oh. Honeſt! ay, honeſt, 
Jago. My lord, for aught I know.. 
Oth. What doſt thou think ?- 
Jago. Think, my lord !— 
| Oths Think, my "lord! why, by heav n tlou echoꝰſt me, 
As if there were ſome monſter in thy thought, 
” Too hideousto be ſhewn.. Thou doſt mean nt: 
1 heard thee ſay but now, thou lit? not that— 
| When Caſſio left my wife. What did'ſ not Uke? 
And when I told thee, he was of my counſel, 
In my whole courſe of wooing; thou ery dſt, indeed! 
And did'ſt contract and purſe thy brow together, 
As if thou then had'ſt ſhut up in thy brain 
” Some horrible conceit: If thou doſt love me, 
She me thy thought. 
- Tags, My lord, you know I love you. 
Otb. I think thou doſt, 
And for I know thou re full of love and honeſty, 
And weigh'ſ thy words before thou giv'ſt them breath, 
I berefore thoſe ſtops of thine fright me the more: 
For ſuch things in a falſe diſloyal knave, 
Are tricks of cuſtom: but, in a man's that's juſt, 
They re cold dilations working from the t, 
That paſſion cannot rule. 
Jago. For Michael Caſſie, 
I dare be fworn, I think, that be is honeſt. 


Och. I think ſo too. 


ton 
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Jago. Men ſhould be what they ſeem, | 
Or, thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem none? 

Oth. Certain; men ſhould be what they ſeem. 

Iago. Why then, I think Caffo's an honeſt man, 

Orh. Nay, yet there's more in this; 

J pray thee, ſpeak to me as to thy thinkings, 
As thou doſt ruminate; and give thy worſt 
Of thoughts the worſt of words. 
lago. Good, my lord, pardon me. 
'Tho' Lam bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all ſla ves are free to; 
Utter my thoughts Why, ſay they're vile and falſe; 
As where's that palace where into foul-things | 
Sometimes intrude not ? 

Oth. Thou doſt conſpire againſt thy friend, Jago, 
If thou but think'ſt him wrong'd, and mak ſt his ear 
A ſtranger to thy thoughts. 

Iago. I do beſeech you, 
Though I perchance am vicious in my gueſs — 
(As, 1 conteſs, it is my nature's plague” 
'To ſpy into abuſe; and oft my jealouſy 
Shapes faults that are not;) I intreat you then, 
From one that ſo im robably conceits, 
Your wiſdom — build yourſelf a trouble, 
Out of my ſcattering and unſure obſervance: 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my manhood, honeſty, and wiſdom, 
To let you know my thoughts. 

Oth. What doſt thou mean? | 


lago. Good name in man, and woman, dear my lord. 


Is the immediate jewel of their ſouls. 


Who ſteals my purſe, ſteals traſh: tis ſomething, nothing: 
*Twas mine, tis his, and has been flave to thouſands; _ 


But he that filehes from me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him; 
And makes me poor indeed. 
Orb. I'll know thy thoughts 


1 
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Iago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand; 
Nor thall-not, whilſt *tis in my cuſtody. 
Oth. Ha! 
Iago. Oh, beware, my lord, of jealouſy ;. 
It is a green-ey'd monſter, which doth make 
The meat it feeds on. That cuckold lives in bliſe, 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger ; 
But oh, what damned minutes tells he o'er, 
Who doats, yet doubts; ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves 
Otb. O miſery! 
lago. Poor and content, is rich, and rich enough; 
But riches endleſs, is as poor as winter, 
To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor. 
Gcod Heav'n, the ſouls of all my tribe defend 
From jealouſy ! | | 
Orb. Why? why is this ? 
Think'ſ thou I'd make a life of jealouſy ? 
To follow ſtill the changes of the moon, 
With freſh fuſpicions? No; to be once in doubt, 
Is once to be reſolv CGG. 12 
Tis not to make me jealous, 
To ſay, my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free of ſpeech, ſings, plays, and dances well; 
Where virtue is, theſe are moſt virtuous. 
Nor from my own weak merits' will I draw 
'The ſmalleſt fear, or doubt of her revolt : 
For ſhe had eyes, and choſe me. No, Iago, 
I'll fee before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 
And on the proof, there is no more but this, 
Away at once with love, or jealouſy. | 
Jago. Tam glad of this: be now I ſhall have reaſon 
To ſhew the love and duty that I bear you, 
With franker ſpirit. Therefore, as I'm bound, 
Receive it from me. I ſpeak not yet of proof; 
Look to your wife, obſerve her well with Caſſio; 
Wear your eye, thus: not jealous, nor ſecure; 
I would not have your free and noble nature 
Out of ſelf- bounty be abus d; look to't, 


FE know. 
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I know our country's diſpoſition well; 
In Venice they do let Heav'n fee the pranks 
They dare not ſhew their huſbands : their beſt conſcience 
Is not to leave't undone, but keep't unknown. 
Oth, Doſt thou ſay ſo? 
lago. She did deceive her father, marrying you; 
And when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake, and fear your looks, 
She lov'd them moſt, | 
Otb. And ſo ſhe did. 
Iago. Go to, then; 
She that ſo young could give out ſuch a ſeeming, 
To ſeal her father's eyes up cloſe as oak 
He thought twas witchcraft—but I'm much to blame: 
I humbly do beſeech you of your pardon, 
For too much loving you. 
O:th, I'm bound to you for ever. 0 
Jago. I fee this has a little daſh'd your ſpirits. 
 ©:h. Not a jot, not a jot. 
Iago. Truſt me, I fear it has: 
I hope you will confider what is ſpoke 
Comes from my love. But I do fee you're mov d 
I am to pray you not to ſtrain my ſpeech 
To grofler iſſue, nor to larger reach, 
Than to ſuſpicion. 
Oth, I will not. 
Iago. Should you do ſo, my lord, 
My 15 ch would fall into ſuch vile ſucceſs, 
Which my thoughts aim not at. Cafio's my worthy 
My lord, I ſee, you're mov'd— [friend : 
Orb. No, not much mov'd | | 
I do not think but De/demona's honeſt. 
Iago. Long live ſhe ſo! and long live you to think fo! 
Oth. And yet, how nature erring from itſelf — 
Tago. Ay, there's the point;— as (to be bold with you} 
Not to affect many propoſed matches, 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree, 
Whegeto we ſee, in all things nature tends, W 
0 
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Foh! one may ſmell, in ſuch, a will moſt rank, 
Foul diſproportions, thoughts unnatural. 
But, pardon me, I do not in poſition 
Diſlincui ſpeak of her; tho“ I may fear 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 
oy fall 2 match — with her country forms, 
haply, to 
4055 arewel, — 
If more thou doſt perceive, let me know more; 
| Set on thy wife t'obſerve. Leave me, Jago. | 
| Jago. My lord, I take my leave. [Guing. | 
Oth. Why did I marry ? 
| This honeſt creature, doubtleſs, 
| Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 
| Iago. My lord, I would I might intreat your honour 
To ſean this thing no farther ;- — 2 
Altho' *tis fat that Caſſio have his 
For ſure ho fills it up with great 1 
Yet, if you pleaſe to hold him off a- while, 
- You ſhall by that perceive him, and his means ; 
Note, if * Lady ſtrain his entertainment, 
With any ſtrong or vehement importunity, 
Mauch will be ſeen in that. In the mean time, 
Let me be thought too buſy in my fears, 
{As worthy * I have to fear I am) 
Ad hold oy why I do beſeech your honour, 
Oth, Fear not my government. | 
_ I once mare take my leave. | [Othello 


— 
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- | 


Taco, 


I WILL in'Caflio's lodging loſe this eker 
And let him find it. TEAS light as air, 

Are, to the jealous, confirmations ſtrong, 

As proofs of holy writ. This may do ſomething ; 
The Moor already changes with my poiſons, 


Enter 
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Enter Othello, | 
Look, where he comes! Not poppy, nor mandragora, 
Nor all the drowſy fyrups of the world, | 
Shaſl ever medicine thee to that ſweet ſleep, _ 
Which thou ow'dit yeſterday. jo 8 
Oth. Ha! falſe to me! "+. 
Tago, Why, how now, general? No more of that. 
Orth. Avaunt! be gone! thou'ſt ſet me on the rack: 
I ſwear *tis better to be much abus'd, s # 
Than but to know a little. | 
Iago. How, my lord? | 
Oth. What ſenſe had I, in her ſtol'n hours of luſt ? 
I ſaw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me; 
I flept the next night well; was free and merry; 
found not Caſſio's kiſſes on her lips. 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, 
Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all. 
Iago. J am not ſorry to hear this. 
Oh. I had been happy, if the genes camp, 
(Pioneers and all) had taſted her ſweet body, 
So I had nothing known. Oh now, for ever 
Farewel the tranquil mind! Farewel content! 
Fare vel the plamed troops, and the big war, 
That make ambition virtue ! Oh farewel! 
Farewel the neighing ſteed, and the ſhrill trump, 
The ſpirit-ſtirring drum, the ear- piercing fife, 
The royal banner, and all quality, 125 
Pride, pomp, and circumſtance of glorious war! 
And, * you mortal engines, whoſe rude throats 
Th' immortal Jewe's dead clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel! Othello occupation's gone! 
Iago. Is't poſſible; my lord? 
0th. Villain, be ſure thou prove my love a whore. 
Be ſure of it: give me the ocular proof, 
| [ Catching hold of him. 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal ſoul, _ 
Thou hadf better have mo born a dog, Jags, 


Than 
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| Than anf\ver my wak'd wrath. 


Jago. Is't come to this? 

Oth. Make me to ſee't; or, at leaſt, ſo prove it, 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, 
To hang a doubt on; or, woe upon thy life 4 

Jago. My noble lord 

Ob. If thou doſt fllander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more; abandon all remorſe; 
On horror's head, horrors accumulate; 
Do deeds to make heav'n Weep, all earth amaz'd; 
For nothing can'ſ thou to damnation add, 


Greater than that. 


Jago. Oh, grace! oh Hear'n, defend me! 
Are you a man? Have you a ſoul? or ſenſe? - 
Heav'n be w'you; take mine offence. O wretched fool, 
That liv' to make thine honeſty a vice 
Oh, monſtrons world! Take note, take note, oh world, 


To de direct and honeſt, is not ſafe! 


I thavk you for this profit, and, from hence, 

F'll love no friend, ſith love breeds fuch offence. 
Orb. Nay, fta — Thou ſhould'ft be honeſt— 
ago. I ſhould be wiſe; for honeſty's a _ 


And Jokes what it works for. 


Otb. By the world, 
I think, my wife is honeſt ; and think, ſhe is not; 
I think, that thou art juſt; and think, thou art not; 
II have ſome proof. Her name, that was as freſh 
As Diane's viſage, is now begrim'd and black, 
As my own face. Tf there be cords or knives, 
Poiſon or fire, or ſuffocating ftreams, 
III not endure't—Would I were fatisfied! 8 
Jago. I ſee, fir, you are eaten up with paſſion; 


Ido repent me, that T t it io you; | 
Vou would be be ſatisfied! * 


Otb. Would! nay, and will. 
Jago. And may; but how? How ſatisfied, my lord, 


Would you NERC, gy gape on ? 


| — 


Oth, 


2881. 


Ot. Death and damnation! Oh! 
lago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 
To bring 'em to that proſpect. Damn them, then, 
if ever mortal eyes do fee them bolſter, | 
More than their own. What then? how then? 
What ſhall I ſay ? where's ſatisfaction? 
It is impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, 
Were they as rag as goats, as hot as monkies, 
As falt as wolves in pride, and fools as groſs, 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I Ay. 
If imputation, and ſtron circumſtances, 
Which lead directly to the door of truth, | 
Will 92 Gl you ſatisfaRion, you might have't. | 

Give me a living reaſon ſhe's diſtoyal, 

I do not like the office ; 
bY nce I'm enter'd into this cauſe ſo far, 
Prick't to't by fooliſh honeſty and love, 
I will go on. I lay with Calſis, lately, 
And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 
I could not lep. 
There are a kind of men ſo looſe of ſoul, 
That in their ſleep will mutter their affairs; 
One of this kind is Caffe, 


In fleep, I heard him ſay, Sweet Deſdemma, 


Let us be wary, let us hide our loves; 
And then, fir, would he gripe and wrin 
Cry,—** Oh ſweet Load, and i hard, 
As if he pluck d up kiſſes by the roots, 
That grew upon my lips; and then 
Cry, * Curſed fate! that gave thee to the Moor.” 
Otb. Oh, monſtrous! monſtrous! 
lago. Nay, this'was but his dream. 
Orb. But this denoted a foregone concluſion: 
'Tis a ſhrewd doubr, Gl it be ee | 
Jago. And this may help to thicken other proofs, 
That do demonſtrate 7 
Oh, III tear her all to pieces. 


* Lago. 


* 
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Jago. Nay, but be wiſe; yet we ſee nothing done 
She may be honeſt, yet—Tell me but this, 

Have you not ſometimes ſeen a handkerchief, 
Spotted, with ſtrawberries in your wife's hand ? 

Otb. I gave her ſuch a one; twas my firſt gift. 

Jago. TI know not that; but ſuch a handkerchief, 
(I'm ſure, it was your wife's) did I to day, 
See Caſſio wipe his beard with. EY, 

Orb. If it be that 

Jago. If it be that, or any, that was her's, 

It ſpeaks againſt her, with the other proofs. 

Otb. Oh, that the flave had forty thouſand lives!” 
One is too poor, too weak, for my revenge, _ 
Now do I fee tis true Look here, Tags, © 
All my fond love thus do I blow to heav'n: 

*Tis gone. „ ORE 2 RC RR 
Ariſe, black vengeance, from the unhallowed cell ! 
Yield up, oh love, thy crown and hearted throne, 


To tyrannous hate! ſwell, boſom, with thy fraught, 


For tis of aſpicks tongues. , - 
lago. Vet be content. 1 * 
O:h. Oh blood, 3 blood . f * 
Jago. Patience, I ſay; your mind perha A n 
005. Never Jago. Like to the Pomtick E. 45 Fi 
Whoſe icy current and compulſive courſe 
Ne er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on, 
To the Propomtict, and the Hellgſpont; | 
Even ſo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace, 
Shall ne er look back, ne er ebb to humble love, 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 
Swallow them up—Now, by yon marble heav'n, 


In the due rev rence of a ſacred vow, [ie Tncels. 
1 here engage my words | | 
lago. Do not riſe yet. ago bneehs. 


- Witneſs, ye ever burning lights above! 


Ye elements that _ us round about! 
Witneſs, that here Jago doth give up 


The 
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The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Othello's ſervice. Let him command, 
And not to obey, ſhall be in me remorſe, 
What bloody buſineſs ever. | 
Oh. I greet thy love, 
Not with vain thanks, but, with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the inſtant put thee to't. 
Within theſe three days let me hear thee ſay. 
That Caffio's not alive. h 
ago. My friend is dead; ' 
Tis done, at your requeſt. But let her live, 
Oth. Damn her, lewd minx oh damn her, damn her; 
Come, go with me apart; I will withdraw, 
To furniſh me with ſome ſwift means of death, 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my licutenant— 
Jago. I am your own for ever. 
Othells, 


T runs, ſtay within. doors fince you can't walk out 
without having gentlemen after you. 
1 La! father, the gentlemen are ſo tempting, ha! 
Farm, Odſbobs! I command you not to let him ſpeak 
to you. ITN 
Betty. If a gentleman's going to ſpeak, wou dn't it be 
y rude in me to ſtop, his mouth? 
Farm. Then always get out of his way. - 
Betty. That I certainly ſhall, if he's on horſeba 
Farm. Zounds, huſſy! cou'dn't you turn and walk 
From. him! hs TINA 9g 
Betty. So I did, and he turn'd and walk'd frm me; 
but walking on all round the field, till we came to the 
oppoſite fide, there we met face to face, you know, and 
nl ha! ha! ha! oh precious! We A» 
"= © 3 AIR, : 


* 


* 
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Tc o hear a fweet goldfinch's ſonnet, 
This morning I put on my bonnet, 
But ſcarce in the meadow, pies on't, - 
When the Captain appears in my view, 
J felt an odd ſort of ſenſation, © 
My heart beat an odd palpitation, 

1 Fun d like a pink or carnation, | 
Js When ſays he, © my dear, how do you do?” 


The devil ſure, ſays I, here has pop 'd him, 
I. therefare, to flip 25 mo I ftop'd lim, 
i So my very beſt curt'ſy I dropt him; 
With an air then he Se his hat, 
He ſeem'd with my perſon enchanted, 
He ſqueezed my hand, how my heart panted ! 
He ala for kilo and grand, 
And pray now, what harm was in that? 


Says I, Sir, for what do you take me? 
He faid, a fine lady he'd make me, 
No, dem him, he'd never forſake me, 
And then on his knee he flop'd down. * 
His handkerchief ſmelt ſo ſweetly, /, 
His white teeth he ſhew'd ſo completely, 
Hie manag'd the matter fo neatly, 
I e er can be kiſs' d by a clown. 


Farm. Ecod, if neighbour Stubble's ſtep- ſon, Jemmy, 
was come home from London, he ſhould take you off my 
hands this very evening. 

= Enter Farmer Stubhle : 

Farm. Stub, Mey! Betty! Ar Ive . 1 225 r bean Jemmy' REP 
. wry 

Farm. B. What, Jemmy Jumps! ! ecod, now I'm happy. 

© Betty. Pray, has London made him very like a gen- 


£ atleman? | ; . 
. | C Fern. 
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Farm. Stub, Was'nt it for that, merely to pleaſe you; 
that I ſent him there? [js finging without. 
Farm, B. Ecod, here he comes, gay as a lark, 
a butter-fly, ſtout as a cork, and merry as a cricket. 
Betty, Ay, here comes the London beaul 
Enter Jemmy, dreſi d in the extravagance of faſhion. 
Jemmy. Gemmen I'm D ur's! Mem, I'm your moſt, 


(feruts and n apart to Stubble, ) hope you 
did'nt tell you had me prenticed to a ſtay-maker in 
London? 


Betty. Lud! he looks quite rakiſh. [ admiving.. 
E, My dear, I kits s your hand. 
Farm, B. if you go no nigher, your dear muſt. 

fretch a (298 rm * 

Betty. Why that was only compliment, what they ſay 
in London. 

Farm. B. Oi then, in RY ſaying and doing are 
two things. 


Farm, Stub, But, Jemmy, here's neighbour Blackberry. 


TFemmy. — ha! /looking at Farmer Blackberry through 


4 flat eye 
"Farah Oh! ho! {takes out a large key and looks at 
e 
Betty. Oh Jemmy, you can tell us all the new faſhions 
in town! 
Farm. B. Ah, what price does corn bring at London 
marget? 
 Femmy, Corn! 


Af my ponies. Oats! think I'm from Bears 
* . == 


a gentleman of—ha! ha! ha!—Canile! 
ws Indeed, father, you aſk ſuch uncouth queſtions; 
Pray, Jemmy, what makes you a gentleman? 
emmy 
PF 824 the benches in the play-houſes; a a gl to ſquint 
at a face not fix inches from my own no 


Kiek * a duſt in Rotten. row; hort waiſtcoat, I Be- 


ches, 


— 


— 


y ſhare in a Pharo bank; my boots- to 


e; my nag to 


* _ . 
- — ns — ——— — —ͤ—ͤ— -—< — — — 


r 
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ches, two watches, 
- All. Ha! ha! ha! 
| | AI R. 


Look, dear ma' am, I'm quite the thing, 
Natibus hey, tipity ho, 
In my ſhoe I wear a ſtring. 
| = Plaidy my tartan ho; 
Cards and dice I've monſtrous luck, 
Tho no drake yet keep a duck, - 
Tho? not Nimrod yet I'm a buck. 
Ll—lusantherum ſwaſh kickee. 
Fve x purſe well ſtocked with—braſs, 
| F Chinckily hee, chinckily ho; 
ve good eyes, yet | my glaſs, | 
Stare about, ſquintum ho; 
In two boots I beldly walk, 
- Piſtol, ſword, I never baulk, 1 
Meet my man and bravely talk, 
Poppitus, pop, coupee; 
Sometimes I mount a ſmart cockade, | 
Trae Puppydum hey, ſtruttledom Ho- 
From Hyde- Park to the Parade, 
. . Cockmacary kee 
As T paſs a centry box, | 4% 
Soldiers reſt their bright firelocks,. * 
Each about his * knocks, -- 
Rattledum ſlap to me. 
In the Mall Miſs gives her card, 
* 2 +, -.. ..,, | Calhady me, kiſſady ne, 
Set before the Palace yard, | 
| Leggerum, lounge a row 


3 5 tieſt thin oftly ſay, | 
en I'm 41 6 d your chairs to pay, 


Ves, fays I, and walk away. 
Fenny bus, farthing ko, 


twenty inch cane umbrella, hat chin, 
beau-daſh, and ſhoe ſtrings. el 


„ 
B:tty. Oh, Lord! he's quite rakiſh! [ Enraptured. 


Tarn. Sub. Then Jemmy, I warrant on your going 
to , you ſoon got up ſtairs into gentlemen's com- 


a; 
n . B. Ay, and warrant you he ſoon got down 

ſtairs out of gentlemen's company, ha! ha! ha | 
— 5 a motion with his foot 

Femmy. Zounds, Sir, I belong'd to a coterig. "—_ 

' Betty. La! what's a coterin? 
7 Ma'am, its a club, a thing we eftabliſhed— + 

fitted up a houſe in tyle—ſele—to be by ourſelves, for - 

the vrpeſs of play. : 

Farm . 0 hn there was a gang of you? | 

. Temimy. "Gang! What do you call ? Party— 


men fof faſhi play Egad, the rouleaus flew 
about like — | 
Betty. And what's a roulean ? 


— A parcel . 


1 B. Ay, like a pen H of tobaccg, I ſuppoſe? ++ 
Femmy. Tobacco! *gad you ſuppoſe the * 
—what-—eh? — 
Farm. Stub. And, Jemr my, who was of your 
Femmy. Party ? T' and Sir Bruin Bickery, Marquis 
Delpini, Colonel Pimlico, and my Lord Picardy hem! 


[fours ſs. 

All. Ha! ha! ha! ? 

Jen. / Apart to Farm B. Muſt bounee a few, Betty's 
ſo upiſh—likely wou'dn't have me elſe. 

Farm. B. Right. {to Fem. ) Neighbour, we'lf have 
Betty and Jemmy married this very night—then ſhe'll 
be out of l way of this wicked devil of a landlord. 
Aide.) (pipes and tabors without) True, we have won 
our cricket match to day, the lads and laſſes are Win. in. 
ſuch high glee, ſo your wedding ſhall add to the joy of 
the day, hat ha! hal 

3 all but Femmy, who it detained by Molly Maybe. 

Ys 


1 
Molly. Jemmy, you ſhan't marry Betty Blackberry; 
you — on you went upto London you was book- 
ſworn to me. Ls 
Jen. I went a clown, and I'm come home a gemman. 
Mall. Lm ſure all the difference I ſee is, that going 
you had brown hair, a fat face, and an honeſt heart; 
and you've come home with a white head, lank cheeks, 
and an ill- natut d ſoul. x | 
Jem. As to head and face—and head I'm juſt the 
the Tippy; and as to ſoul, that is with us, Gerts, like 
our honor, a thing we know nothing about, only to 
ſwear by; as pon my ſoul, fir,” —“ pon my honor, 
mem, —juſt- as your country folks odſbodikins“ 
„ Gadzookens,” and ** by the living I ingo. 
Moll. For ſartain, my father can't leave me quite ſo 
well as Betty; we han't ſo much corn in our granary, 
but I've ten times as much love in my heart, Jemwy., 


AIR. 


My daddy, O, was very 8 
I To make me fine, he ſpar d no pelf, 
1 And ſcrape up money all he cou d, 
I - _ He'd give it to my bonny {clf, | 


My handſome cap from Dover came, 
Some thought from France, ſo gay to ſee, 
Tho figh'd for by each maid and dame; 

Tas not my cap was dear to me. 


Blythe Johnny, O, upon his mare, 
Addon che dell — wap rap ſweet, 
Jo me preſented puſs, the hate, 7 
That o'er the wild thyme ran ſo fleet, 
Then Ned a noſegay for my breaſt, 
le brought no flow'r more fweet than he; 
And warbling Will a linnet's neſt, 5 
No flow'rs or birds were dear to me. 


So 
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So ſoftly, O, to yonder grove, 
| The moon ſo Lind grove, did blink, 
I ſtole to meet my own true love, 
Yet on falſe love I fell to chink. 


The ruſtling leaves increaſe my fears, 
A footſtep falls who cannot be; 


Oh joy, my Jemmy now appears, 
"ads alone was dear to me. 


—_ Piping for me, Molly, Im not come-at- 


"id But — promĩſe 
Jen. Keep a promiſe! What do you take me for ? 
Mall. Did I "thin 


left our village? Don't you remember as you were 


ink you ever could forget the da wo ie 


ping on the coach roof, as I pro: wag > vou vii 


foot on the little wheel, and tother juſt on the boots 
your right hand you ſtretch d to the coachman, and 
your left as I held it mine, waſhing it with my tears, the 
ſtman at that moment ſounding his horn; gee! fip! 
55 _ 2 and I ſoon loſt fight of my Jemmy. 
I proteſt I've ſuch an abſence that 

ou muſt remember your promiſe to marry me 
— 5 t forget the horn. 


Jem. Horn!—a damn'd odd marriage memoranum} | 


you've hit upon, Molly, 


S 
1 — — 


r „ 2 


2 


— Atl. ae. _ * — 2» = * 


Janny Jvurs. 


V wei, 1 n a bar e n | 
ep down and call for a and Fiend the caſh down | 


to you preſently.” | Exennt hatter and bot · maler. 
Oh, the gentleman defired you'd call me out 


ft Wait, 
, Tenoyd 


e company, and e's ade de hir vi me heres 


Farmers 


4 
| 
; 
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+ Femmy, Now, I ſhall 1 lal, lat! Oh! 
and Jack, if your miſtreſs ende me up ber ſtays, Vil take 
*em home with me now, and alter them to her _ 
{Exit iſt Waiter ) That will ſhow this gentleman I'm 
man of buſineſs, then he won't be afraid to lend the caſh 
about him, thoug h 1 ſhould like he'd ſend me over to 
Drummond's, it's 710 pretty to ſee thoſe bankers clerks 
ſhovel up the gold! with a back paw ſlide a handful of 
-  guineas along the counter, then tap, tip, tip! reckon ſo 
 nimble—/mimicks) with this money ſuch a ſmart ſhop 
l malt open. 
Val. {without ) Puſh about, lads! the gentleman and 
III return to you inſtantly. 
© 24 © Jenny. Oh! here he is! {with joy and expeBatien ). 
x Enter Valentine. 
Pal. Well, Sir, @nt my friends jolly fellows? 
©? — Very jolly, Sir, and we'd a choice fine dinner! 
| and egg · ſauee was! oh, dear! but there'll be a 
— wi ous great bill to pay! 
Val. A vulgar fellow this! but 'l touch his caſh, and 
— rid of him ¶ Ad.] won t you pleaſe to fit, fix ? 
Jam. Now, if he isn't as condeſcending as if he 
wasn't worth a guinea (Afide ). 
Val. True, Total ſaid he loves his bottle / Aſde wai- 
ter! a batch of burgundy in here. 
Nenn. More burgundy! my ſhot will make a vaſt 
= hole in the money I'm to get. / 4/ide ) ¶ Valentine aud Fem- 
E Feriagingly complaiſant in the following ſcene. | 
Fat, Sit, I eſteem myſelf ſo much obliged. 
2 Jem. Sir, { bows and ſmiles ) what genteelneſs to me 
* that bdorrow His caſh from = { - ar, it” : 
A what hall forget the longeſt ave to live 
a by on * Geile n Fo ever met with 
1 I. Hatter .mnyiclt the ſecurity is unexcep- 


Loads xi, "ORE 1 fir, rl have two of the warmeſt 
e in ſorton Falgate, Fal 
m4 * . 0 


7 


3 
A 
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Fel. Norton Falgate! Really, * I don't know any 8 
body in that quarter of the town. 

Zemmy. Lord, ir; it's one of the moſt ſubſtantaliſt and 
moſt opulentiſt place.— 

Val. I hav'n't a doubt, fir—but had hopes of giving 
you a lieutenantꝰs commiſſion.— 

Zemmy. Give me a commiſſion—eh—he, he, he! 

Val. Oh, well, fir; fince that is not—if Mr. Total 
joins in a bond.— 

TFemmy. Sir, I've no objection to a bond, if you think 
that ſufficient; but aſking Mr. Total to join is a hbe | 
that—almoſt a ſtranger to me though he has ſo = | 
brought about this 1 — 1 — not expect him to 
join—oh, no! _ 

Val. My dear fir, if he dare refuſe I'd break his back, 

Femmy. Back! his back! Oh, Lord ! what! force him 
to join? Oh, fir, by no means. He's almoſt a ſtranger to 
me. 

Val. Oh, well fir, if you think it can be done between 
ourſelves. - 

f Sir, { Bows ) how good ! / Bows the ſum I ſup- 
poſe you underſtand i 

Val Two hundred pounds ( bows and ſmiles ) 

Jemny. Juſt [bows ) 

14 Sir, won't you take a glaſs of wine? (file for 
emmy.) 

3 Sir, won't you take another ? (Op ard fills . 


Pal.) 
555 Sir. 8 
em. Sir, (t e glaſſes. } 
Val. Here is *. F againſt the whole alphabet. 


Fen. A new toaſt amongſt the money- 8 — (Afide } 
Sir, here is X, V. in the alphabet. (drinks) 


Val. Sir, now if you pleaſe, I'll call in my friend the 
Lawyer, and we'll ſettle the affair at once. 
Jem. Sir, now I ſhall touch—that for Molly May- 


bu hs fortune, FE Aide, and ſnapping bis fingers, 
* png gern. Pal 


- 
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al. Gad, this two hundred will make a man of me. 
aide. Counſellor Flummery come into court, (calling 
*oith great gaiety. ) ? 
3 Enter Caumſellor Flummery. 
"Coun. Flum. Well, gentlemen, if you're quite agreed 
Val. and Jem, Oh, yes, we're quite agreed Counſellor 
Flaummery takes out a bond, and begins to read.) | 
Val. Pha!” (fnatching the bond) we both know the 
ſum. and terms, ſo here goes to fign and ſeal, all's ſettled, 
 - (orites on the bond. } 
Jem. (fit I deliver that as my hand and pen. 
. Coun. 2 Your hand and pen! Oh, my dear, it's 
"your act and deed, you mean. Valentine, I've drawn out 
a bill and receipt for that twenty guineas (apart. | 
Pal. My dear fellow, I'll pay you down this moment 
apart.) "ies 
ee Flum. Then, now, gentlemen, nothing's to be 
3 done but down with the $290: (LValentind and Femmy fland 
= Jeme time looking at each other with eæpectalion.) | 
... Pal. Here's a repoſitory for the two hundred (raking 
our an empry purſe.) © er 
Jem. "oo my ramſkin budget, Le the ghee 
giver by. . £4), 
5 What that for, fir? | 
Je. To put your money in, fir; or if you'll give me 
a draft, I'll ſtep over to Drummond's. 
Val. What Taft fir? 
n. To receive the caſh, Sir! 
al. To receive! True, Total told me he had twenty 
thouſand at his banker's (d.) Then, fir, I'll wait here 
till you bring me the money. Sy OF | | 
Jem. Then you'll wait a damn'd Jong while (de.) 
Lord, fir, Drommond wou'd'nt give his daddy money 
without your order. | F 
Val. Really: fir, I know nothing about Drummond, 


dr his daddy; I wait for the money that you 
Jiu. Sirl— - | 
wo * 4 f . b. Val, 


. *3 J 
Val. The two hundred pounds you're going to lend me, 
Jen. going to lend you! | * 
Val. Why, e know that's what brought you here. 


Jem. Oh, Lord, no fir; no, no. I came here for you 
to lend me 'two hundred pounds, ' 
Conn. Flum. Ho! ba! ha! Pon my honour, here's a 
fine Iriſh bargain; all Borrowers but no Lenders. But, 
who is to pay coſts? As you don't want the receipt, John 
Doe and Richard Roe. (aſide to Valentine, and ett. 

8 Enter I waiter. 

1 who are you? 7 IE. 

1ft. Wait. (Who gives a pair of flays to Jemmy.) Here, 
ET deſires You'll 10 dn to her ſtays, and 
bring 'em againſt to-morrow. | | 

Val. Stays and bones! Pray, friend, do you know this 
entleman ? | 

1/t Wait, Oh, yes, fir; that geutlemam is Jemmy Jumps 
ha! ha! ha! the Say-maler. [ Exits 

Jem. Ves, fir; and if your lady ſhou'd want me, I 
have the neateſt ſtitch. EAR | 

Val. Stitch! Pray, Sir, an't you X, Y} 

Jem. No fir ; nor P, Q. Pray, fir, don't you prop the 
treaſury? Oh! I ſuſpect here has been a hum. 

Val. Total has either play'd me a trick, or made ſome 
curs'd blunder here! (ae. Retire. (commanding.) 
-  Fem, Retire! | 
Val. Withdraw, you raſcal, 
Emer 2d Waiter. | 

24 Wait. The other gentlemen are ſtepp'd out, and 
deſired me to bring the bill up to you, gentlemen. (offers 
it to Jemmy.) 

Jem. Bill! lord, a bill to me/ I'm no gentleman, 

24 Wait, It's twenty-two pounds, ten | 

Jen. Twenty-two pounds, ten (/ooking at it in the wats 
ter's hand.) Withdraw, you raſcal. | 

A, Femmy's going. off, enter Hatter. . 

Hatt. Sir, (to Jemmy) as my maſter keeps no accounts 

12 05 XY 2 with 
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"wich > Soy, on'll be pleaſed to for the hat — 
way body you PEROT 


Enter . 
. Sir, I'd be glad of the money for the boots. 
994 Eh—oh—the boots. , 
Boot, Yes, fir, if they fit, I'd be glad you'd let me go 


Jen. Do go home, m my lad, you ſhou'd not lay out 
ſo long from your buſineſs, - 
Bout. My buſineſs is to be paid for my goods; ay, and 
I 2vil/ too. 
Jem. To block a new beaver and jump into ſuch coft- 


n the ſtrength of—oh, dear ! what hal I 


Fel. This infernal old badger to draw me into a ta- 
yern bill, and not a guinea in my pocket. (Aal. Is 
Counſellor Flummery too? 
5 Wait. Yes, fir, but he has left a Bailiff below. Ling: 
3 witheut.) Coming up, fir, 


© 
l of" 


I Val. A Bailiff! | 
rv Jem: A Bailiff! oh, Lord! m4 es 
=. Enter Bail. . | 
= Bail. Sir, I ve a writ againſt you l 1 Val. 
Val. Well, I'll go. | - 
Enter Landlord and Waiters. © | 
Luan. You won't go, I hope, fir, till the bill is ſettled ? 
JFien. But I will, if I can tho'. [Run, off. 
Fal. Confuſion! now I am — for my cruelty to 
my amiable wife. 4 [Farmers 
1 . 1 


i 
(| 
| 
| 


CraBTRES. w% 


Lor Sneerwell, your moſt obedient humble 655 
vant. Mrs. Candour, I believe you don't know my 


nephew, Sir Benjamin Backbite ; he has a yery pretty 
Fr for poetry, and ſhall make a rebus or a charade 


IÞ ; With any one. 


N. 


: 


be made at Lady Ponto's route, on Mrs. Frizzle's fea- 


Petrarch's 
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Sir Bem. O ſie ] uncle. | 
Crab, In faith he will : did you ever hear the "50M 


thers catching fire? and the rebuſes—his firſt 1s the name 
of a fiſh: the next a great naval commander, and —- 

Sir Benj. Uncle, now pr'ythee. | | 

L. — I wonder, Sir Benjamin, you never publiſh 
any thing. 

Tir. Ber Why, to ſay the truth, tis very vul. 
pwn As my little productions are chiefly — 
and lampoons on particular perſons, I find they carculate- 
better by giving copies in confidence to the lon of the 
parties however, I have ſome love elegics, which, 
when favoured by this lady's ſmiles, (s Maria) I mean to 
give to the public. 

Crab. Fo „ madam, they'll immortalize you, 
(zo Maria) you will be handed down to poſterity, like 
party or Waller's Sacharifla.. 

Sir Benj. Yes, madam, I think you'll like them, 
(to Maria) when you ſhall ſee them on a beautiful quaxto 
type, where a neat rivulet of text ſhall murmur through a 
meadow of margin; forgad, they Il be nee | 
things of theickind. 

Crab, But, odſo, Ladies, did you hear the news ? 

Mes. Cand. What—do you mean the rt of- 

Crab, No, Madam, that's not 1t—Maſs y going | 


to be married to her own footman. 


js fixed, and the wed 


Mrs. Cand, Impoſlible? 
Sir Benj. Tis * true indeed, madam; every tins 
Aug liveries beſpoke. | 


Crab. Yes, and they do fay there was very preſſing | 


- reaſons for it. 


Mrs. Cand. I heard ſcmething of this before: 

L. Sncer. Ml it cannot be; and 1 end N 
port ſuch a thing of ſo prudent a lady. 

Sir Nj. Oh! but, madam, that is the very reaſon 


Kar it it was believed at once; for ſhe has ** been ſo 


X 3, 8 very 
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very cautious and reſerved, that every body was ſure there 


"was ſome 1eaſon for it at bottom. 


Me. Cand. It is true, there is a ſort of puny, ſickly 
reputation, that would outlive the robuſter character of an 
hundred prudees. 


Sir Benj. True, madam; there are valetudinarians in 
reputation as well as conſtitution, who being conſcious of 
their weak part, avoid the leaſt breath of air, and ſupply 


their want of ſtamina by care and circumſpection. 


Mrs. Cand. I believe this may be ſome miſtake: you 


| know, Sir Benjamin, very trifling circumſtances have 


often piven riſe to the moſt ingenious tales. 
Crab. Very true;—but adſo, ladies, did you hear of 


Miſs Letitia Piper's loſing her lover and her character at 


Scarborough.—Sir Benjamin, you remember it. 8 
Sir Ben. Oh, to be ſure, the moſt whimſical circum- 


ſtance! 


L. Sneer. Pray, let us hear it. : 
Crab. Why, one evening, at Lady Spadile's aſſembly 


the converſation happened to turn upon the difficulty of 


breeding Nova Scotia ſheep in this country; no, ſays a 


Lady preſent, I have feen an inſtance of it, for a couſin 
of mine, Miſs Letitia Piper, had one that produced 


twins. What, what, ſays old lady Dundizzy, (whom 
we all know is as deaf as a poſt) has Miſs Letitia Piper 


had twins ?—This, you may eaſily imagine, ſet the 


company in a loud laugh; and the next morning it 
was every where reported, and believed, that Miſs Le- 


titia 5 been brought to bed of a fine boy 


Ommes, Ha, ha, ha! BA . 
upon my ur— Oh, Mr. Sur- 
Thea 


Crab. "Tis true, 
r your uncle, Sir Oliver, is 


face, how do you do? 


expected in town; ſad news upon his arrival, to hear how 


your brother has gone on. 


% I hope no buſy people have already prejudiced 
r W eh 


Sir Benj. 


4% moveable, 
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Sir Benj, True, he ; for my part, I never thou 
him ſo — void of — le as 2 ſay - and we 
he has loſt all his friends, I am told no body is better 
ſpoken of amongſt the Jews. | 

Crab, *Foregad, if the Old Jewry was a ward, Charles 
would be an alderman, for he pays as many annuities as 
the Iriſh Tontine; and when he is ſick, they have prayers 
for his recovery in all the ſynagogues. | 

Sir Benj. Vet no man lives in greater ſplendour. —They 
tell me, when he entertains his friends, he can fit down 
to dinner with a dozen of his own ſecurities, have a ſcare 
of tradeſmen waiting in the antichamber, and an officer 
behind every gueſt's chair, 
- Jo. This may be entertaining to you, gentlemen ;—— 
but you pay very little regard to the feelings of a 
brother. | | s 4 

Mar. Their malice is intolerable. Ade.) Lady 
Sneerwell, I muſt wiſh you a good morning; Pam not 
very well. 1 2; [exit Maria.] 

Mrr. Cand. She changes colour. I 

L. Sneer. Do, Mrs. Candour, follow her. 

Mrs. Cand, To be ſure I will ;—poor dear girl, who 
knows what her fituation may be. 

| Mrs. Candbur follows her. 

L. Sneer, "Twas nothing, but that ſhe could not 
bear to hear Charles refleted on, notwithſtanding their 
difference. f. 

Sir Benj. The young lady's penchant is obvious. 

Crab, Come, don't let this diſhearten you follow 
her, and repeat ſome of your odes to her, and I'll affift 


you, 


Sir Benj. Mr, Surface, I did not come to hart you., 2 


but „ on't your brother 1s utterly uadone. 
Crab, Oh! undone as ever man was can't raiſe a 


guinea 
i 


Benj. Every thing is fold, J am told, that us. 
| | Wee bs 
Crab. 


1 
$ 
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Cb. Not a moveable left, except ſome old bottles, 
and ſome pictures, and they ſeem to be framed in the 
wainſcot, egad. 8 
Sir Benj. I am ſorry to hear alſo ſome bad ſtories 
of him. 
| © "Crab, Oh! he has done many mean things, that's 
certain. 
Sir Benj. But, however, he's your brother. 
© Crab. Aye! as he is your brother—we'll tell you more 
another opportunity. Exeunt Crab. and Sir Benj. 
I. Sneer. *Tis very hard for them, indeed, to leave 
a ſabje& they. had not quite run down. 
J And I fancy their abuſe was no more acceptable 
to your ladyſhip than to Maria, 
IL. Sneer. I doubt her affections are further engaged 
than we imagine;—but the family are to be here this af- 
ternoon, ſo you may as well dine where you are; we ſhall 
"have an opportunity of obſerving” her further; in 
the mean time, I'll go and plot miſchief, and you ſhall 
Kudy. | [Scholl for Scandal. 


Sin PzTER TEeAZLE. 


; y \ HEN an old bachelor marries a young wife, 
what is he to expet?——T'is now above fix months ſince 
my Lady Teazle made me the happieſt of men and I 
have been the moſt miſerable dog ever ſince. We 

fifted a little going to church, and fairly quarrelled be- 
fore the bells were done ringing. I was more than once 
nearly choaked with gall during the honey-moon, and had 


A I oft every ſatisfaction in life, before my friends had done 


=> wiſhing me joy. 


And yet I choſe with caution a 
— wholly in the country, who had never known 


ry, beyond one filk gown, or diſſipation beyond the 
annual 


_ 
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-annual gala of a race-ball. Yet now, ſhe plays her 
part in all the extravagant fopperies of the town, with as 
good a grace as if ſhe had never ſeen a buſh, or a graſs 
plot out of Groſvenor-ſquare, I am ſneered at by 
all my acquaintance——paragraphed in the newſpapers ©. 
ſhe diflipates my fortune, and contradicts all my 
humours. nd yet, the worſt of it is, I doubt love 
her, or I ſhould never bear all this but I am de- 
termined never to be weak cnough to let her know it 
No! no! no! | [ School for Scandal. 


FINIS 


NEW BOOKS. 


HEYDON's ASTROLOGY. 
This Day was publiſhed, 


Embeliſhed with an elegant engraved emblematical Frontiſpiece, 
Price 28. 6d. ſe wed, 


HE WISDOM of SOLOMON in MINIATURE; 
being a new Doctrine of Nativities; reduced to 
Accuracy and Certainty ; or, the Art of determining fu- 
ture Events, by the only true Method, the radical Figure 
of Birth, a Science, by many Years intenſe Study and 
Labour, brought to a Degree of Perfection hitherto 
unknown. 
- The whole containing the Eſſence, Beauties, and Sub- 
ſtance of all Pieces, ancient and modern, conjoined. A 
Variety of new Matter is added; the Jargon of obſolete, 
and the Errors of modern Authors expunged, and digeſted 
in a Manner ſo plain, familiar, and eaſy, that a Perſon of 
the meaneſt Capacity may become a Proficient in it. 
Demonſtrating, to a Certainty, every Perſon's Riſe or 
Fall in the World, and ſhewing him whether he is ſubject 
to have Riches, Poverty, Honour, Dignities, Sickneſs, 
Health, Marriage, Children, Friends, or Enemies; no 
Matter whether deſcended from a Prince or a Beggar. 
Allo a curious Collection of Nativities, never before 
publiſhed, 
Printed for A. Hamilton, Ne 18, near Gray's-Inn 
Gate, Holborn; and fold by J. Bew, Ne 28, Paternoſter 
Row. 


WHERE MAY BE HAD, | 
The remaining Copies of Leache's Treatiſe on Univer. 
ſal Inland Navigation, and the Uſe of Mines, 
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Serb Edition was this Day oubliſhed, in Twe 
2 on a ſuperfine Wove Royal Paper, 
and an elegant Type caſt for the Work, with a copious 
Index to the whole, Price 108. in Boards, and hot « and 
and on ſmall Paper, 6s. ſewed. | 
he univerſal Eſtimation in which this juſtly ured 
Work is held by Men of Taſte and Literature, has induced 
the Publiſher to offer an Edition in which neither Expence - 
gor Attention, has been ſpare.!, to render it worthy the 
= Notice of the Connoiſſeur, as well as that Public from 
whom he has received ſo many ſingular Favours; a Con- 
tinuance of which, it will eyer r be. his greateſt mY to 
merit. 
Printed for A. Hamiltos, near Gray 's-Inn Ui, Hol- 
Horn, and may be had of the other Bookſellers, 
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